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HERE you really care for 
appreciation and want 
please—take 
NECCO SWEETS. Don'trun 
chances of disappointment. 
The Necco Seal identifies the 
package and guarantees the 
same sure, delicious good- 
ness every time. 
particular the taste the more 
reason for NECCOSWEETS. 
Until you’ve tried 


enoX(Woeolates 


especially to 


you've missed a treat. 
There are 
varieties 


SWEETS. 


some 500 
ob NEGCCO 
Every kind 
isas wholesome and good 
as we know how to 
make it, and we have 
a reputation for know- 
to make 
good wholesome con- 
fectionery. 


NECCO SWEETS are sold everywhere by high grade dealers. If your 
dealer cannot supply you, send us 25 cents for an aftractive package 
of LENOX CHOCOLATES, or, better still, order one of our special $1 
packages in a handsome art box. 
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Put it on your 
Shopping List 


Before you start out on your round of the shops, with the scurry and 
bustle—bad air—endless walking— pushing. through crowded aisles 
and the nervous strain of it all, fortify yourself with a glass of 


When the last errand is done and you're hot and thirsty and tired 
refresh yourself with a glass of Coca-Cola. Now—as a reminder—put 
Coca-Cola on yourshopping list--you’ll find it the best bargain of the day. 


GET THE GENUINE 


Cooling--Refreshing--Wholesome 
Thirst-Quenching 


Эс Everywhere 
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ecco Seal 


THE SPECIAL REASON FOR APPROVAL 


Either package sent postpaid. 


NEW ENGLAND CONFECTIONERY CO., Boston, Mass. 


Whenever 
you see an 

Arrow think 
of Coca-Cola. 


Our Green Label Line of clear 


Write to-day for the colors for 
these rooms—you can easily adapt 
them for yours. 


Make Your Home 
More Attractive 


The artistic success of a home 
depends upon the colors chosen 
for the walls. There is no mate- 
rial for tinting your walls as 
good as 


ALABASTINE 


The Sanitary Wall Coating 


The colors are permanent, and 
do not rub off; they give that ar- 
tistic soft velvety effect. 


Color Schemes Free 


Send us an outline of your rooms, 
and we will send you a correct color 


дзе insures perfect results. Ask у 


Res.U.S Pat Off. 


"WEARS LIKE IRON’ 


. “Yes~ 
Itsthe old porch. 


chair ~ made new 


IN SUMMERTIME 


your porch is the recreation spot of your home. An outdoor 
drawing-room and conservatory combined, that gives splendid 
returns for the little expense and attention required to make it 
attractive and inviting. 


There isn't a better way to prove the value of JAP-A-LAC as 
a beautifier of the home than to use it in refinishing your porch 
furniture. 


ғ---- 


JAP-A-LAC WILL MAKE IT 
LOOK LIKE NEW 


Applied according to directions it "sets" 
hard as adamant with a mirror-like surface 
and "Wears Like Iron.” 

JAP-A-LAC is made in sixteen beautiful 
colors for refinishing every kind of Wood- 
work, Bric-a-brac, Chandeliers, Floors, Fur- 
niture and every painted or varnished suríace 
Írom cellar to garret. 


JAP-A-LAC has no substitute. 


FOR SALE BY PAINT, HARDWARE 
AND DRUG DEALERS 


.- If your dealer does not keep JAP-A-LAC, 
send us his name, with 10с to cover cost 
of mailing and we will send a free sam- 
ple, quarter pint can of any color (except 
gold which is 25c) to any point in the 
United States. 

Write for illustrated booklet contain- 


ing interesting information and beautiful 
color card. Free on request. 


THE GLIDDEN VARNISH C0. 


2516 Rockefeller Bldg. 
CLEVELAND, O., U. S. A. 


our paint dealer. 


varnishes is the highest quality manufactured. Its Ө 


whether they аге apartment, dwelling, office or church, 
scheme free. Give the trim of your woodwork—the kind 


of a building and the number of windows as well as the dimensions of the room. Whatever the 


building, whether public or private, 
large or small, Alabastine will give 
a better colored wallat a less ex- 
pense for maintenance than any 
other material. 

Alabastine is more artistic than 
wall paper, more effective than paint, 
more permanent than kalsomine. 


“Dainty Wall Decorations” 


is a richly printed and profusely il 
lustrated book. Тһе illustrations 
are in colors on heavy plated paper, 
beautifully bound with an embossed 
cover in colors, and contains new de 
signs for decorating every room in 
the home. If you are planning dec 
orating or redecorating any apart- 
ment in your home, send 10 cents in 
silver or U. S. stamps for this useful 


and beautiful book. It is a complete course in wall decoration. 


Free Samples Send to-day for free wall and ceiling designs done in Alabastine, 


= апа for color card and name of dealer in your town. 
No material gives such an easily cleaned, light-reflecting, up-to-date wall surface as Alabas 


tine. It never requires washing off and is always ready for re-coating without useless labor 


and disorder. 

Alabastine is a dry powder and is 
to be mixed with cold water. It 
comes in 16 beautiful tints and in 
pure white. Alabastine is carefully 
packed in sealed packages—it sells 


for 55 cents for any of the 16 tints, Ё 
and 50 cents for a pure brilliant [^ 


white. The best dealers sell 
Alabastine. 


Alabastine Company 
GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 


Dept. 372, 105 Water Street 
NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. 
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Stops Falling Hair 
Destroys Dandruff 
Promotes Growth 

A Splendid Dressing 


The Best Place 
to Rest 


The best resort in America is— 


French Lick 
West Baden Springs 


Build up with rest and relaxation— 
tonic waters and baths. 

?njoy the perfect comfort of one of the 
luxurious hotels—the finest in America— 
every indoor amusement to enjoy —horse- 
back riding in the beautiful surrounding 
country. 

Everyone needs yearly a time of abso- 
lute rest—W'est Baden or French Lick 
Springs is the ideal place. 

Situated in Southern Indiana on the 


MONON ROUTE } 


For descriptive folders, etc. address 
FRANK J. REED G. P. A. 
E. P. COCKRELL A. G. P. A. 

CHICAGO 
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THE SIPPEWISSETT 
Falmouth-by-the-Sea 


(On Cape Cod) 


A delightful place for a Summer's recreation. 
Near Woods Hole and overlooking Buzzards 
Bay, justly called the Naples of America. 

A strictly first class Summer Hotel. Attract- 
ively furnished. Every modern convenience. 
Electric lights and bells; Steam heat; Tele- 
graph and long distance telephones; Excellent 
orchestra. Billiards, Bowling, Golf and Ten- 
nis free to guests. 

Cuisine of Unvarying Excellence 

Bathing facilities of the best, water averaging 
74 degrees. Splendid fishing and bathing. No 
mosquitoes. 

Special attention to automobile parties. New 
fireproof garage. 

For rates and illustrated booklet address 


P. F. BRINE 


To June 20th. The Coolidge, Brookline, Mass. 
After June 20th. The Sippewissett, Falmouth, 
Mass. 


Bogion Gravel 
Society Journeys 


EUROPE $ 29 ир о Баса Parties] 


JAPAN = . = - $550 


ROUND THE WORLD 51450, $1875, $2100 
Itineraries on request 
212 Berkeley Buiding, Boston, Mass. 


Hall's 


Vegetable Sicilian 


Hair Renewer 


R: Р. HALL & CO., Nashua, N.H. 


Does not Color the Hair 


Published by SUNNY SOUTH PUBLISHING CO. 


JULIAN HARRIS, Editor; DON MARQUIS, Associate Editor. 


Copyright, 1908, by the Sunny South Pub. Co, 


Entered as second-class matter June 10, 1907, at the post office at Atlanta, Ga., under the 
Acts of Congress of March 3, 1879. 


$1.00 A YEAR 


Vol. XXV ATLANTA, 


ISSUED MONTHLY 


10 CENTS A COPY 


MAY, 1909 


TABLE OF CONTENTS 


Cover Design—Billy Possum—by Robert J. Dean 


South Must Quit Looking at Politics Through One Knot-Hole. Interview with 


Charles S. Barrett : : 
The Conquest of Pain . . 


Illustrations from Photographs 


In a Garret. A Poem З г 


illustrated 


The Intoxication of the Cheerful Givers. 


Lilustrated 


Tea Farming іп the South . 


JHlustrations from Photographs 


“Dutchy”. A Short Story А 
Illustrations бу К. 9. Dean 

Gilbert Neal. 

XXXIII е А . 


Trolling for Tarpon at Night А 


Illustrated 


А Short Story . 


Samuel W. Dibble 
Hansell Crenshaw, M.D. 


^ к Frank L. Stanton 
Mrs. L. H Harris 
Caroline S. Alston 


Rose Hubner 


A Serial Story. Chapters XXX, XXXI, XXXII, 


Will N. Harben 
А Eugene Lovick Pearce 


. . . 


Martin Eden. А Serial Story. Chapters IX, X, XI, XII, XIII . Jack London 


Jlustration by Robert Edwards 


Photo Contest Winners. А Page of Pictures . А 
South Now Bubbling Over With Auto Enthusiasm . 


Lilustrations from Photographs 


A Glance in Passing Я Я 


Percy Н. Whiting 


Don Marquis 


Children's Department—Chronicles of the Zotwots: “Fate of the Cruel Driver” 


Verse and Picture бу К. F. Dean 


An *Uncle Remus" Letter А 
Open House—Household Department 


5 Joel Chandler Harris 


Я Conducted by Магу Е. Bryan 


FEATURES AND SOME FINE WORDS 


Four features of the June 
number of "Uncle Remus's 
—The Home Magazine" stand 
out prominently from the list 
of exceptional stories and ar- 
ticles which will make up that 
issue. The first of these is a 
remarkable sketch entitled: 


How Alex Stephens Re- 
ceived the News of 
Lincoln's Assassination 
The article is by В. J. Massey, 

M.D., who carried the news to Mr. 

Stephens, and he tells in simple, 

straightforward fashion how the 

famous and beloved Southern 
statesman and orator was affected 
by the intelligence of an event 
which was to throw the North into 
deepest gloom and cause a world 
of conflicting emotions in the 
South. 


That Ball Game at Ben- 
der's Gap 

is a short story of humorous vein 
and is grippingly graphic. It is by 
Wirt Gace Carey, an author whose 
work is finding quick recognition. 
While it has to do with the great 
national sport, there is a thread 
of mystery running through it that 
is well calculated to pique the 
reader's intense curiosity. Тһе 
story is splendidly illustrated by 
C. N. LawpowN, an acknowledged 
leader among Western artists. 


Is the Mecklenburg Dec- 
laration a Myth or a 
Memorable Act? 


is an article by James Н. Moore 
which is well worth careful study. 
It is so charmingly written that it 
will appeal to the fiction-reader as 
something brand new and clever. It 
will set you to thinking. It will 

make you intimately acquainted 


] 


with a matter which has caused 
any amount of discussion, and 
which is to-day setting the Caro- 
linas by the ears. 


Socialism, Old and New, 
in the United States 
is a remarkable article by M. A. 
Laxe, a vivid and convincing 
writer, who knows his subject. He 
tells, in intense fashion, of the 
enormous strides made by the So- 
cialists in national politics. 


Remember, these are but four feat- 
ures of a Magazine that will be full to 
overflowing with stories, articles and 
pleasing pictures. Better ask your 
Newsdealer to save you a copy and thus 
insure yourself against disappointment. 


Best, Truest and Cleanest 

R. G. Russell, R. F. D. 1, Bahama, N. C. 
“The best, truest, cleanest Magazine that 
comes to my table. Well worthy of its warm- 
hearted founder. Truly a missionary in a 
field so long occupied by vicious trash!’ 

Ablest of Articles 

Thomas Reardon, Vanderbilt, Mich.—‘‘I 
consider Mr. Marquis’s articles on ‘The 
Menace of the Mask’ the ablest I have ever 
read in any magazine or paper printed in the 
United States.” 

Editorial Decided Him 

J. В. Mosley, Jr., В. F. D. 2, McDonough, 
Ga,—''I did not intend to renew until I read 
the editorial on *'Shall the Solid South Be 
Shattered?" Бо you know why I am renew- 
ing. and if Mr. Harris will write more of 
that kind, my opinon is that your subscrip- 
tion list will almost double.” 


Enjoys the Magazine 

Mrs. John М. Pillsbury, 3239 Calumet 
Ave., Chicago, Ill.—''We enjoy the Magazine, 
and think you are continuing it in the spirit 
in which the gifted, broad-minded and affec- 
tionately remembered ‘Uncle .Remus' estab- 
lished it.” 

Could Not Be Without It 

Z. H. Norton, Box 42, Belvidere, N. J.— 
"We have been taking 'Uncle Remus's—The 
Home Magazine' for a year or more; just how 
we got it first I do not know. But we do 
know we could not do without it.  Enclosed 
find $1.00 in payment for one year's sub- 
scription.'" 


Why It Is Attractive 
(Miss) Sallie E. Peabody, Denver, Colo.— 
“Тһе Magazine certainly gives us of the North 
a deeper insight into the Southern life. It is 
this that makes it so attractive. I trust the 
Editors will never lose sight of this feature.” 


PEARLINE 


| A SOAPY POWDER 

€ ISN'T easier Washing, with | 
Time-and-Money-Saving, an 
object? Isn't your Health of 


consequence ? 


€ DON'T you care whether | 


you are Working Нага and | 
Ruining Clothes, or Working | 
Less and Saving Them? | 
€ HAVEN'T you any Idea 
of. Household | Economy ; 
| Economy ‘of Muscles as well 
|as Money; Economy о! 
Worry and Work? 

€ PEARLINE Saves in all 
these things. Askany PEAR- 
LINE user if this is not so. 
It isnt an Expenment. It’s 
thing. For Thirty 


years it has been a Blessing to 


ПО Мем 


W omen. 


q PEARLINE Does The 
Work of Washing and Clean- 
ing Perfectly — Easily —in Hot 
or Cold, Hard or Soft water 
Without the aid of other Soap 
—Soda-—Borax or Naphtha, 
and with little or no Rubbing 
PEARLINE . Loosens the 
Dirt —then. Easy Rinsing car- 
nes it away. 


You Should Stop at the 


HOTEL TULLER 


Cor. Park St. and Adams Ave. 


When in Detroit 


BECAUSE it's new and absolutely fireproof. 
BECAUSE it's in the center of the Theatre, 
phepping and Business District. 


BECAUSE you can get a room with Bath for 

$1. 7s and upwards. 

BECAUSE we have the newest and finest 
Grill Room in the city, and Vocal and In- 
strumental Music 6 p. m. to 12.30 a. m. 

BECAUSE we serve the very best of every- 
thing in our Cafes and Grill Room at mod- 
erate prices. 

BECAUSE it is quiet and refined, and not 


surrounded by a net work of street car 
tracks. 


BECAUSE you will receive courteous treat- 


ment from all employes from the time you 
arrive until the time you leave. 


Write for booklet. 
L.W.TULLER, M.A.SHAW, 


Proprietor. Manager. 


In answering, mention this Magazine. 
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Where Health Is 
Concerned 
Why Take Any Ghances? 


The great weight of scientific opinion throughout 
the world is hostile to the use of all artificial preserv- 
atives in food products, as being in themselves harm- 
ful and as making possible the employment of un- 
wholesome materials and unsanitary practices. 


Benzoate of Soda is a tasteless, odorless product 
of coal tar, medicinally used for many diseases. It 1s 
a drug, not a food. 


No manufacturer who uses good, 
sound, fresh raw material, maintains 
sanitary premises and requires neatness 
in his work-people, needs to use Ben- 
zoate of Soda or any other artificial 
preservative. 


Manufacturers using Benzoate of Soda state its 
presence upon the labels of their products, because 
the Law compels them to do so—but the statements 
are always hidden in small type as obscurely placed as 
possible—a fact which, in itself, is a reflection upon 
the use of the substance. 


The use of any drug with which to embalm the 
food supply of the country is unnatural, unnecessary 
and unjustifiable. 


Heinz “57 Varieties’ ’—like the prod- 
ucts of many Other reputable and high 
class establishments—are prepared with- 
out Benzoate of Soda or any other arti- 
ficial preservative, and may be рш- 
chased anywhere with absolute confi- 
dence in their purity, goodness and keep- 
іпр quality. 


The public may choose for itself what kind of 
foods it will eat. If you wish to avoid prepared foods 
that have been drugged, read all there is printed on 
every food label. 


H. J. HEINZ COMPANY. 


Members of American (Manufacturers) Association for the Promotion of Purity in Food Products. 
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South Must Quit Looking at Politics 
Through One Knot-Hole 


E who would know ара ~ 

H lead the Southern farm- 

er must needs have the 
wisdom of the serpent, the 
harmlessness of the dove and 
the guile of the master-poli- 
tician without the latter’s inev- 
itable leaning toward hypocrisy. 

You would have fingers to 
spare, if you tried to tell on one 
hand the number of men in 
America possessing this knowl- 
edge and this power that com- 
bine the penetration of the wiz- 
ard and the intuition of the woman. Among them 
is Charles S. Barrett, president of the National 
Farmers’ Union. That order has a paid membership 
of more than two million farmers, rich, poor and in- 
different, through the Southern States. 

And the farmer, being three-fourths of the pop- 
ulation ought to, if he does not, rule the Southern 
States. 

The average provincial Governor or Congress- 
man lays claim to rare familiarity with the moods 
and tenses of this strange human product of indus- 
try and isolation. 

Discredited reputations or the frenzy 
with which they agonize to hold their jobs ex- 
pose the futility of their assertions. 

Barrett is most different. 

He combines two of the rarest traits in 
current affairs. 

1. He is a straw that shows which way 
the wind is blowing. 

2. He is an adept at shaping the wind 
and giving it direction and efficiency. 

He is next to the earth, when it comes to speaking about the 
Southern farmer. He has the sharp, biting, penetrating wit that 
comes from the earth. He has the delicately poised judgment that 
sorts out like lightning the essential from the negligible. He has 
the fearlessness to see through and set down a political or a com- 
mercial Pharisee. Himself a pioneer, he has the courage to de- 
fend the trail-blazer when the rest of the populace is sneering at 
him and answering his appeal for progress by turning the dogs 
loose on him. 

Barrett is the commander-in-chief of more than 2,000,000 
farmers, representing farmers of the old and new South. 

He feels their pulse with a delicate sixth sense, and he thinks 
they believe in and need political breadth and tolerance. 

I showed him the last two editorials that had appeared in 
“Uncle Remus's—The Home Magazine’’ regarding non-sectional- 
ism in Southern politics, and presumed on an intimate acquaintance 
to ask his opinion. 

Barrett has a trick of focussing his eyes on a distant part of 
the landscape and then bringing them round suddenly on you with 
a glance that compels. That is what he did, and then he answered, 
a little slowly at first, as is his habit: 

‘Political intolerance, looking at politics through just one knot- 


Charles S. Barrett, Head of an Organization 
of 2,000,000 Southern Farmers, says Parti- 
san Intolerance and Party Regularity are but 


Fetiches of Political Pap-Suckers, and that the 
Boasted Solidarity May Degenerate into an 
Expensive Isolation for the Whole of the South 


By SAMUEL W. DIBBLE 


— sure; multiplying factories, of 


Photo by Wesley Hirshburg, Atlanta 


CHARLES S. BARRETT 
President of the Farmers' Union 


hole, has erected a Chinese wall 
around the South. It rests 
with the progressive Southern- 
er to give justification to that 
wall or forthwith lower it. 

“Тһе South is to-day the 
richest portion of the nation, 
but,’’ still more slowly, ‘‘what 
—can—she—show—for—that— 
great—natural—wealth ? 

“Віе development, since 
the Civil War, yes; big revenue 
from the cotton егор, to be 


course; a growing domestic, interstate and foreign 
trade, without a doubt. 

‘‘ But that is merely scratching the surface; we 
have never reached the subsoil. 

“Апа we will never reach the subsoil until we 
have absolute, unquestioned, unqualified political 
freedom and independence of utterance in the 
Southern States. 

*"They are making a new tariff in Washington 
now. They are slicing away at the things the South 
consumes, at the things the South produces every 
hour and every day. 

“Те the South helping in the process? 
Not pereeptibly. Тһе South is not within see- 
ing distance of the operating table. А few 
Southerners, purely for appearance sake, аге 
allowed in the committee-rooms. But the man 
who thinks they сап affect the framing of a 
tariff that comes into the lives of every man, 
woman and child in the Southern States, is 
either wilfully deceiving himself or his ignor- 
апсе commands our pity. 

‘When they get through juggling and splicing and slashing, 
the things we eat, the things we wear, the things we produce, will 
have another market-value; in all probability, it will be higher for 
the first two, lower for the last. 

“Апа the South’s hands are tied fast behind its back so far 
as any effective opposition is concerned.”’ 

“БЕП we can protest," was suggested. 


““Хев,”” flashed back, the words coming lightning fast as he 
warmed up, and his arm stretched out in passionate gesture, ‘‘we 
can protest; don’t you forget that. 

“Ваў what in the world does it amount to, when you leave 
the gag off a man's mouth and tie his hands behind his baek? 

“We can spout, and we ARE spouting. Some of our glorious 
and patriotic Southern statesmen are filling up volumes of the 'Con- 
gressional Record' with squeals about the 'down-trodden farmer' 
and the ‘emasculated constitution’ and the ‘eternal verities', and 
that sort of rot, which sounds mighty well at home—particularly 
if your fences are shaky. 

"However, I assume some of our Congressmen are doing the 
best they can under the circumstances. 

"But their best isn’t worth THAT!" and he derisively snapped 
his fingers. ‘‘It doesn’t stay what these ‘protesting’ gentlemen еа] 


** Whether it's tariff revision, regulation of trusts or any other 


question." 


* And your contention—?’’ was the question. 


“Му contention is just this,’’ 
he snapped back, ‘‘the helplessness 
of the South with regard to the tariff 
is merely illustrative of the helpless- 
ness of the South with regard to fed- 
eral appropriations and the shaping 
of every national policy, imperial- 
ism, the widening of Peachtree creek 
or the contruction of the Panama 
canal. 

“Апа we are going to keep on 
being helpless, and getting a worse 
ease of political paralysis, just as 
long as the North thinks we are 
hidebound down here in a political 
way. 

**Just as long as we give out the 
impression that we arrive at our po- 
litical convictions by tradition and 
prejudice and not by logic and merit, 
and that we absolutely refuse to 
listen to any save our side of presi- 
dential campaigns, we can just make 
up our minds to delay our own de- 
velopment and thwart our own 
progress. 

“I am not talking for or against 
Democracy, for or against Republi- 
eanism, Socialism or any given polit- 
ical creed. 

* But I am insisting upon non- 
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and of the ruthless despoiler' and it never will stay the hand 
of the despoiler, ruthless or otherwise— 


home, would have had the bag to hold? These are facts, and no 


amount of sophistry will evade them. 


“Апа yet the politicians, our ‘molders of sentiment’, Heaven 


save the mark! appeal to us in the sacred name of 'tradition' to 


Story of Farmers' Union; 
Its Economic Significance 


The Farmers’ Union has approximately 2,200,000 members. 

The membership stretches from the Atlantic to the Pacific. 

Its objects are, to secure fair prices for the products of 
the soil, to eliminate gambling in natural commodities, to de- 
velop diversification and to make each farmer, as far as prac- 
ticable, the owner of his land. 

The Union hopes eventually to include the overwhelming 
majority of national agricultural workers in its membership. 

It has grown from 48,000 to 2,400,000 members in five 
years, an earnest of greater conquest; of this number, a few 
thousand less than 2,000,000 are Southern farmers. 

Bona fide farmers and farm-workers, rural teachers, 
preachers and. doctors, women and editors signing certain 
obligations, are eligible to membership. Indians are also eli- 
gible, and in Oklahoma have joined in numbers. 

The Union believes it is fairly entitled to the credit for 
uniformly high prices for cotton the last five years. It con- 
tends that its efforts prevented. cotton last year from going 
even. lower. 

It believes that the logical culmination of its campaign 
means industrial and. economic independence for the South. 
Members of the Union are, on their own account, operators 
and owners of newspapers and. industrial enterprises in every 
state entered by its forces. 

So quietly has this great organization grown that few 
Southerners are aware of its extreme material significance. 

Samuel W. Dibble, who contributes the accompanying 
interview with President Barrett of the Farmers’ Union, is 
intimately familiar with its. workings, and will contribute а 
study of its growth and its potential future to one of the 
early issues of Юхсіе Вемузз--Тне Home MAGAZINE. 


turn back the tide of political tolerance in the South, to keep in 


political ignorance апа  serfdom 
these great masses who have not 
yet recovered from the effects of 
a war which tested their nobility 
and their disinterestedness as has no 
conflict in history! 

“І have the greatest reverence 
for and gratitude toward the men, 
offieers and rank and file who saeri- 
fieed life and treasure for convie- 
tions that were honest. I am a 
Southerner and my love and sympa- 
thy belong to my people; and it is 
from the standpoint of a Southerner 
that I am now speaking. 

‘‘But, I maintain that the time 
has come to cease invoking ghosts, 
instead of issues, as guidance. 

“І maintain that the one way, 
the only way, for the South to rise 
to the stature builded for it in 
the beneficent imagination of God 
Almighty, is to regulate its conduet 
by living, imminent issues; not the 
bygone and irrelevant thought and 
standards of days that are dust. 

“І maintain that the South, with 
its possibilities that tax prophecy, 
will be the chattel, the butt, and the 
jest of the nation, politieally speak- 
ing, until we measure our actions 


'seetionalism in politics, upon free- 
dom to follow our convietions, upon 
eonvietions based on reason and not 
on obsolete prejudices and traditions. We are just beginning to 
see the dawn of this era in the South. Yesterday, it was apostasy, 
it was treachery to talk of such things; to-day, the people are 
classifying as Bourbons and reactionaries the individuals who would 
quell such talk. 

‘Just how much does the average voter know regarding the 
intrinsie merits of presidential campaigns? 

** Mighty little! 

“Тһе press of the South, whether sincerely or not, is Democratic. 

“ТП reflects in the mass, Democratic contentions. It suppresses 
any other contentions. 

“Тһе same thing applies to Southern politicians. They never 
discuss fairly the tenets of any save one party in the South. 

“Тһе farmers of Indiana and Ohio hear both sides. They сап 
ehoose on which side lies their interests. 

** What about the farmers of Georgia? "That's a fair question. 
Is there any satisfactory answer to it? 

**Did you ever think that the Civil War was fought through- 
out on the Southern side, by a rank and file with not a cent's inter- 
est in slavery and its perpetuation? 

* Did you ever think that had the South triumphed, the old 
oligarchy would have been perpetuated and this same poor beggar 
that spilt his blood so generously, that endured the wasting of his 


Let Us Be Fair as 


N this discussion of conditions in the South there is no need to be anything but 
fair. It is unjust to select a paragraph here and there as representing the 
spirit of an article concerning Southern conditions. Those who believe that the 
South should plod along in these piping times of automobiles and near-flying 
machines have a right to these views, but to them we, who wish the situation 
sifted to a sound and sane basis, can surely say: “Please do not obstruct the 
highway." 
Time is often the essence of education and the promoter of new standards. 
In the Confederate States during the war Jefferson Davis doubtless found him- 
self impeded or restricted by state's-righters. Yet to-day those who have 
lived nearest that doctrine—and it is sound in many parts—have reached the 
age or experience where they can sit by, more or less calmly, and chronicle 
without feeling the Federal government's progress in its fight against yellow- 
fever, its war on the boll weevil, its efforts to wipe out the cow-tick, the San 
Jose scale, and the foot-and-mouth disease. Наз it not been recorded that the 


and frame our ideals upon things 
that breathe of life, not of death. 

“І maintain that a boasted soli- 
darity may degenerate into an expensive isolation, unless we call to 
our aid the spirit with which our fathers conquered the wilderness, 
and carve out for ourselves the broad, tolerant and overshadowing 
eminence God's gifts have outlined for this favored section. 

“I am forty-three years old. I have never held а political 
offiee in my life. I have no politieal aspirations and never expeet 
to harbor any. My ambition is solely that of non-partisan, non- 
political service. 

"Analyze those who object to my position with regard to South- 
ern tolerance. The overwhelming majority will be found to be 
cold-blooded, incurable political pap-suckers, whom a broad thought 
would frighten into paralysis or instant death. 

“ІЁ any man denies this, it will be in order for you to demand 
the past, present and future political aspirations of himself and his 
family to the twenty-third cousin of his great-grandfather. 

‘‘Humanity is weak. І would not be considered as being too 
harsh or brutal. But nine-tenths of the criticisms of these policies 
will come from people who have spent sleepless nights and days 
being ‘regular’ so they could get into the sweet and mossy fields of 
political clover. 

“Апа for the blind fetich of ‘regularity’ they'll keep on oppos- 
ing anything within a thousand miles of innovation or independence, 
until the sun falls from his place in the Heavens.”’ 


Well as Fearless 


Federal authorities have not only drawn interstate quarantine lines, but in at 
least one instance laid down such restrictions within the borders of the state? 
Is it necessary to mention the splendid work of the Interstate Commerce Com- 
mission, which is making such progress, though we may not all agree that it has 
measured to its fullest opportunities? 

But President Barrett in his article blazes the way for the discarding of 
a lot of the trash with which our progressive spirit is cumbered. Let us look 
on all sides of a situation so vital to the South, and therefore vital to the nation. 
In the name of common-sense, let us cease debating on “Resolved that the North 
and South should have separate governments,” and discuss what we shall do 
to extend our educational facilities, and what plans of organization we shall 
make for getting our proper share of the income the government derives from 
our section. And let us take our stand once more in the places which were left 
as our birthright, and which we have abandoned without so much as a mess of 
pottage to show in their stead. JULIAN HARRIS. 
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‘The Conquest of Pain 


Story of Ether, and a Tribute to the 
Great Southerner who first Discov- 


ered its Anesthetic Property—Dra- 


matic Death of Dr. Crawford Long 


N the Summer of 1902, shortly after the 
І coronation and during his convalescence 

from the operation for 
King Edward VII had the 
following letter written to Dr. 
George Foy, a prominent sur- 
geon and medical writer of 
Dublin, Ireland: 


appendicitis, 


The private Secretary pre- 
sents his compliments to Dr. 
Geo. Foy, and is commanded by 
the King to thank him for his 
letter of the 2nd inst., and for 
the book which accompanied it, 


The book referred to in His 
Majesty’s letter was Dr. Foy’s 
Life of Crawford Williamson 
Long, Discoverer of General 
Anesthesia. It is said that 
when the King recovered con- 
sciousness after his operation, 
his first question was, “Who dis- 
covered ether?” During his 
convalescence Ње King ex- 
pressed much interest in the 
origin of anesthesia, and learn- 
ing of this Dr. Foy presented 
his book to the King. 

Writing to Dr. Crawford 
Long’s daughter, Mrs. Frances 
Long Taylor, of Athens, Ga., 
respecting the King's acknowl- 
edgement of the book, Dr. Foy 
said, "I herewith send you a copy of the 
acknowledgement І received from His 
Majesty's private secretary. Тһе acknowl- 
edgement is written throughout. This is the 
utmost ever given except to his personal 
friends, and is an unusual honour, for the 
ordinary acknowledgements are lith- 
ographed forms over the signature 
of the official secretary, Knollys.” 

The foregoing correspondence is 
quoted to show the view taken of 
Crawford W. Long’s achievement by 
those at a distance. And the opinion of another 
British medical authority, namely, Sir James Paget, 
should be added. In an article entitled “Escape from 
Pain” (Nineteenth Century, Dec. 1889) Paget says, 
“He (Crawford W. Long) first used a true, safe and 
sufficient anesthetic in surgery.” 

It has been truly remarked that anesthesia and 
vaccination are the two greatest gifts of medical 
science to humanity. One cannot fully realize in these 
days of painless surgery the amount of anguish which 
we escape daily by virtue of Long’s discovery. And 
not only does the use of anesthetics banish torture: 
but it also saves thousands of lives annually by ren- 
dering patients sufficiently quiet to permit those life- 
saving operations requiring nicety of manipulation 
which were out of the question in the old days when 
the miserable victims writhed and fought under the 
cruel tyranny of the knife. And more important, 
perhaps, than all else, anesthesia enables us to per- 
form upon animals experiments which lead to such 
far-reaching benefactions as the discovery of anti- 
diptheretic serum. It would hardly be possible then 


to over-estimate the significance of Crawford Long’s 
discovery. 


The First Painless Operation 


The first surgical operation ever accomplished 
without pain was performed by Crawford Williamson 
Long of Jefferson, Georgia, March the 30th, 1842. 
Forty-three years before this epoch-making event, 
Sir Humphry Davy experimented with laughing gas 
(nitrous oxide) and suggested that it might be used 
as an anesthetic in surgery. But Davy was not a 
surgeon, and no опе tried to put the suggestion into 
practice during all these years. 

At the time of the discovery, Long was a young 
physician of twenty-seven years, starting out in prac- 
tice in the little town of Jefferson. For several years 
previous to the discovery he had been continually 
haunted by a desire to abate the agony of the oper- 


Dr. Crawford W. Long, discoverer of anesthesia 
(From a photograph taken shortly before his death)) 


By HANSELL CRENSHAW, M.D. 


ating-table. In after years he told his daughter that 
all during his medical training at college and in the 
hospital he longed for some means of relief for the 
unfortunates whom he saw go under the knife, week 
after week, with shrinking nerves and heightened sen- 
sibilities. His keen sympathy for those in pain, es- 
pecially if they were women or children, kept him 
on the lookout for an efficient anesthetic. 

The circumstances leading up to the discovery are 
unique, and I cannot do better than set them down 
here in Dr. Long’s own words: 

“In the month of December, 1841, or January, 
1842,” says the discoverer, “the subject of inhaling 
nitrous oxide gas was introduced in a company of young 
men assembled at night in the village of Jefferson, 
Ga., and the party requested me to prepare them 
some, I informed them that I had not the requisite 
apparatus for pre- 
paring or preserv- 
ing the gas, but 
that I had ап 
article (sulphuric 
ether) that would 
produce equally ex- 
hilarating effects 
and was ав safe. 
The company were 
anxious to witness 
its effects, so the 
ether was intro- 
duced, and all 
present in turn in- 
haled. They were 
so much pleased 
with its effects that 
they afterwards 
frequently used it 
and induced others 
to do the same, and 
the practice soon 


Birthplace of Dr, Long at Danielsville, Madison County, Georgia 


became quite fashionable in the country and in some 
of the contiguous counties. Оп numerous occasions 
I inhaled ether for its exhilarating properties, and 
would frequently at some short 
time subsequent to its inhala- 
tion, discover bruised and pain- 
ful spots on my person which 
I had no recollection of caus- 
ing and which I felt satisfied 
were received while under the 
influence of ether. I noticed 
my friends while etherized re- 
ceived falls and blows which I 
believed were sufficient to pro- 
duce pain on a person not in 
a state of anesthesia, and on 
questioning them they uniform- 
ly assured me that they did not 
feel the least pain from these 
accidents. Observing these facts, 
I was led to believe that anes- 
thesia was produced by the in- 
halation of ether, and that its 
use would be applicable in sur- 
gical practice. 

“The first patient to whom I 
administered ether in a surgical 
operation was Mr. James “М. 
Venable, who then resided with- 
in two miles of Jefferson. Mr. 
Venable consulted me on sev- 
eral occasions in regard to the 
propriety of removing two small 
tumors on the back part of his 
neck but would postpone from 
time to time having the opera- 
tion performed, from dread of 
pain. At length I mentioned 
the fact of my receiving bruises 
while under the influence of the 
vapor of ether, without suffer- 
ing; and as I knew him to be 
fond of and accustomed to in- 
hale ether, I suggested to him 
the probability that the opera- 
tion might be performed with- 
out pain, and proposed operat- 
ing on him while under its in- 
fluence. He consented to have one tumor 
removed, and the operation was performed 
the same evening. The ether was given Mr. 
Venable on a towel, and when fully under 
its influence I extirpated the tumor. It was 
encysted and about half an inch in diameter. 
The patient continued to inhale ether dur- 
ing the time of the operation, and 
assured me after it was over that he 
did not experience the least degree 
of pain from its performance. This 
operation was performed on the 30th 
of March, 1842.” 

The present writer recently visited the scene of 
this first operation. A splendid old mulberry tree 
that shaded the door-way to the little wooden office 
where the operation was performed still stands there 
as though to keep sentry over the spot. The original 
office has long since been replaced by a brick store, 
but a marble tablet is set in the wall of this store 
and marks the exact place where the first painless 
operation was performed. 

There were four witnesses to this operation, besides 
Dr. Long and the patient. These witnesses were, 
James E. Haynes, A. T. Thurmond, W. H. Thurmond, 
and E. S. Rawls. There is an affidavit, now in the 
possession of Dr. Long's daughter, from E. S. Rawls 
substantiating all the facts as set forth by Dr. Long. 

Тһе representation of this first painless operation 
would make an excellent subject for some great 
painter. The home- 
ly surroundings of 
the little shop; the 
eager and intellect: 
ual features of the 
young surgeon; thé 
half frightened ех: 
pression of the re- 
clining patient, and 
the figures of the 
four spell - bound 
witnesses crowding 
round the patient 
—all these could bé 
strikingly depicted. 

The following is 
a verbatim extract 
from an affidavit; 
now among the 
Long papers, by 
the patient himself: 

“Тп the early part 
of the year 1842, 
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the young men of Jefferson and the country adjoin- 
ing were in the habit of inhaling ether for its exhila- 
rating effects, and I inhaled it myself frequently for 
that purpose, and was very fond of its use. While 
attending the Academy I was frequently in the office 
of Dr. C. W. Long, and having two tumors on the 
side and rather back of my neck, I several times 
spoke to him about the propriety of cutting them out, 
but postponed the operation from time to time. On 
one occasion we had some conversation about the 
probability that the tumors might be cut out while I 
was under the influence of sulphuric ether without 
my experiencing pain, and he proposed operating on 
me while under its influence. 

"I agreed to have one tumor cut out, and had the 
operation performed that afternoon after school was 
dismissed. This was in the early part of the Spring 
of 1842. I commenced inhaling the ether before the 
operation commenced, and continued it until the oper- 
ation was over. I did not feel the slightest pain from 
the operation, and could not believe the tumor was 


' removed until it was shown to me.” 


The certificate then goes on to describe a subsequent 
operation for the removal of the other tumor. 

Another interesting memento of the operation is 
the following extract from Dr. Long's ledger, a book 
still in possession of the family: 


JAMES VENABLE TO Dn. C. W. Lone, Dn. 
1842 


Jan. 38th, sulphuric ether..................... $ 25 
March 30th, sulphuric ether and exceting tumor.. 2.00 
IR саса ОТАН ЕЕ nile «Nie цана 25 
VENE OI. exceDing ішіпок...,...,............... 9.00 


Dr. Long followed up this operation by three others 
during the succeeding twelve months. On June the 
6th, 1842, he removed the other tumor from Mr. Ven- 
able's neck, under ether. On July 3rd of the same 
year he amputated the toe of a negro boy belonging 
to a Mrs. Hemphill. Тһеп on September 9th, 1843, 
he removed three tumors from the head of Mrs. Mary 
Vinscent. All these operations were performed under 
ether without pain; and they were performed before 
anyone else had used a general anesthetic. 

The honor of first giving to humanity the discovery 
of anesthesia was claimed by three other men, namely: 
Horace Wells, of Hartford, Conn.; Wm. T. G. Mor- 
ton, of Boston, Mass.; and Chas. T. Jackson, also 
of Boston. 

No one who has read the literature of the contro- 
versy now denies that Crawford W. Long was the 
first to search for, discover and demonstrate general 
anesthesia. Indeed, none of the other claimants, so 
far as we are able to learn, ever claimed priority of 
discovery after they learned the facts as presented by 
Dr. Long. But they did claim priority before they 
were confronted by these facts, and they still claimed 
the honor of first publishing the discovery, after Dr. 
Long's priority was established. 

Horace Wells independently discovered and demon- 
strated the anesthetic property of laughing gas, De- 
cember the llith, 1844. Wells deserves much credit 
for this discovery. The history of his efforts is both 
interesting and pathetic. A native of Vermont, he 
studied dentistry in Boston, and set up in practice 
at Hartford, Connecticut, at the age of twenty-one. 
The circumstances which led him to the discovery of 
the anesthetic property of nitrous oxide were singu- 
larly parallel to those which prompted Long to dis- 
cover the same property of ether. Wells was for 
years impressed with the importance of devising some 
means of relieving the pain of tooth-extraction. 


Horace Wells and Nitrous Oxide 


Ав early as August, 1840, Dr. Wells said to L. P. 
Brocket, a medical student who had come to him to 
have a molar tooth extracted, that such suffering 
ought to be relieved at least to some extent by intox- 
icating the patient with the vapor of nitrous oxide. 
But he did not then make the test. Four years later, 
Mr. C. Q. Colton, a traveling lecturer on chemistry, 
delivered a lecture on laughing gas in Hartford and 
during the lecture administered the gas to one of the 
audience, a Mr. Cooley. While under the influence 
of the drug, Mr. Cooley fell over a bench, striking 
his leg sharply on the bench. He showed no evidence 
of feeling pain at the time, and the moment he recov- 
егей consciousness, Dr. Wells, who had witnessed the 
whole affair, rushed up to him and asked: 

“Were you hurt?” 

“No,” Cooley replied. ; 

“You must have been hurt,” said Wells, “for you 
struck your leg against the bench!” Then at Wells’ 
suggestion the young man pulled up his trousers leg 
and displayed a bleeding bruise. But upon further 
questioning by Wells, Cooley said: 

“І did not feel any pain at the time." 

“І believe," said Wells, turning to a friend, “а man 
by taking that gas could have a tooth extracted or a 
limb amputated and not feel the pain." 

On the way home from the lecture that night, 
\Horace Wells told his wife that he intended to have 
a-tooth extracted the very next day under the in- 
fluence of gas. And he did. After some persuasion 
he got Dr. Riggs, for whom “Riggs’ Disease" of 
teeth is named, tó administer nitrous oxide to him and 


extract a big, sound molar. Upon regaining con- 
sciousness, Wells is said to have exclaimed: 

“A new era in tooth pulling! It did not hurt me 
more than the prick of a pin. It is the greatest dis- 
covery ever made!” 

Wells then began to extract teeth without pain 
daily under the influence of nitrous oxide. Other den- 
tists took up the practice and it soon became general. 
Thus we see that Wells, like Long, first wished for 
an anesthetic; then saw people bruise themselves 
without pain while inhaling a vapor for fun; and 
finally demonstrated anesthesia by actual practice. A 
notable point about Wells' experiment is that he first 
tried it on himself, showing a willingness to risk him- 
self and to sacrifice a tooth for the benefit of science 
and humanity. 

Another interesting fact concerning his experiments 
is that he was induced by Dr. Marcy of Hartford, 
who had witnessed Wells’ first experiment, to try 
ether. Marcy told him that he had inhaled both ether 
and nitrous oxide years before with some college 
mates at Amherst, and that the effects of the ether 
were identical with that of the gas. Wells then 
tried ether by administering it to a sailor for ex- 


(Crayon рока made іп 1842) 
Dr. Long at the time of his discovery of the anesthetic 
properties of sulphuric ether 


traction of a tooth. Апа though it was successful, 
he and Marcy both decided that it interfered with 
breathing more than did nitrous oxide and that gas 
was therefore safer. 'This experiment with ether was 
made in January, 1845. Long had repeatedly demon- 
strated the efficiency and safety of ether in 1842. 
Morton and Jackson first experimented with ether 
in 1846. 

In the Spring of 1845 Wells went to Boston to in- 
troduce his discovery more generally to the world of 
medicine. Dr. Wm. T. G. Morton, dentist, was then 
living in Boston. He had been a pupil and partner 
of Wells; and through him Wells was presented to a 
well-known Boston surgeon, Dr. John C. Warren. Dr. 
Warren took kindly to the idea of testing the nitrous 
oxide in major surgery; and arranged for Wells to 
administer it during an operation. On the day before 
the operation, Wells addressed a class of medical 
students attending the college where the operation 
was to take place. Next day he administered the 
anesthetic to a patient about to undergo an amputa- 
tion. But he removed the gas-bag, from which the 
gas was administered, too soon; and the patient did 
not get thoroughly anesthetized. Consequently the 
patient cried out with pain, and Wells was hissed and 
hooted from the place. It is difficult to realize how 
such unfeeling treatment could have been given to 
one endeavoring to benefit humanity, especially one 
so modest and earnest as was Wells. 'The shock of 
this failure almost killed the sensitive discoverer; 
and in consequence he suffered for several months 
a severe illness. 

Later (December, 1846) he went to France to lay 
his claims to the honor of the discovery before the 
French Institute, but Morton and Jackson had fore- 
stalled him with bulletins sent the Institute claiming 
the honor of discovering anesthesia by ether. Апа 
so great was the vogue of ether even then that he 
failed to receive recognition in France. He returned 
home disheartened, only to see the fame of ether 
rapidly eclipse that of nitrous oxide. 

Тһеп his friends presented claims to Congress for 
material recognition of his discovery—a discovery 
which unquestionably led Morton and Jackson to 
theirs. But again Morton and Jackson were already 
pressing claims in the same quarter. And finally, 
Senator Dawson blocked the claims of all three by 
presenting incontrovertible proofs to Congress that 
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Crawford W. Long had discovered and demonstrated 
anesthesia in 1842, 

Thus *Wells saw nitrous oxide supplanted by sul- 
phuric ether—ether which he had tried and rejected. 
He saw his claims as the great discoverer unrecog- 
nized abroad, disputed and set aside at home, and he 
was disappointed and dispirited. Не then went to 
New York to lay his claims as tlie discoverer of an- 
esthesia before the profession of the great metropolis. 
Soon after his arrival in New York he showed signs 
of mental aberration, and on January 14, 1848, in a 
fit of madness, he ended his life with his own hands." 
What a pathetic picture is the story of Wells! A 
great discoverer—for nitrous oxide anesthesia is an 
immense blessing—he died of broken heart. 

It was five and twenty years after his death before 
any recognition was accorded him. ‘This was a sub- 
scription gotten up for his widow. Since then a 
monument has been erected to his memory in the 
city of Hartford. 

In 1841-2 Wm. T. G. Morton was the pupil and 
partner of Horace Wells, but Morton moved to 
Boston in 1843. He became greatly interested in 
Wells experiments with nitrous oxide, and tried to 
get Wells to go again to Boston after the failure 
and try there once more. We are told that Morton 
and Wells had frequent interviews about anesthesia 
and that Morton witnessed many of the extractions 
under nitrous oxide by Wells, both before and after 
the unfortunate trial at Boston. Finally Morton 
became so interested in the subject that he went to 
Wells in September, 1846, and asked to be shown 
how to prepare nitrous oxide gas. Wells explained 
that the process was complicated, and begged to be 
excused for lack of time. But he referred Morton 
to a competent chemist in Boston—Dr. Charles T. 
Jackson. Morton found Jackson also too busy to 
make laughing gas for him. But on learning that 
the gas was wanted as an anesthetic for tooth ex- 
traction, Jackson told him to try ether instead, stat- 
ing that it was easy to get, and that when inhaled 
it acted like nitrous oxide. Jackson further told him 
that the students at Cambridge were in the habit 
of inhaling ether for fun. 

So on September 30th, 1846, Morton administered 
ether to a patient and extracted a tooth without pain. 
On October the 16th following, he administered ether 
in the Massachusetts General Hospital to a patient 
from whose neck Dr. John С, Warren excised a 
tumor. On the following day he gave ether again toa 
patient who had a tumor removed from the arm 
by Dr. Haywood. Не then gave ether for various 
other prominent surgeons, and the use of it spread 
rapidly. 

Perhaps there never was a more heated, strenuous 
controversy than that* waged between the several 
claimants of the honor and reward of first discov- 
ering anesthesia, 

Of all these claimants, Morton was the most in- 
sistent and rabid. At first he and Jackson joined 
forces, and they succeeded in getting a joint recog- 
nition from the Institute of France. At that time 
Morton claimed the honor of making the discovery, 
but acknowledged that Jackson had made valuable 
suggestions. Later they disagreed and set up oppos- 
ing claims to the discovery. At first they patented 
ether for anesthesia under the name of “letheon”, 
thus violating both the spirit and the letter of pro- 
fessional ethics. Neither of them succeeded, how- 
ever, in their efforts to get a grant of money from 
Congress in recognition of the discovery, and no mon- 
ument of any kind, so far as we can find, has been 
erected to their memory. 


Monument to “Unknown Discoverer” 


In this connection it is interesting to note that 
there is a monument in the city of Boston erected in 
memory of the great discovery, but no man’s name 
is inscribed upon it. It is dedicated “To the Unknown 
Discoverer of Anesthesia.” Thus the claims of Mor- 
ton and of Jackson are not acknowledged by their 
own townsmen, 

It is hard to see how Morton is entitled to any 
honor, except for the energy with which he pushed 
forward the suggestions and discoveries of others: 
He certainly did not originate the idea of anesthesia 
nor the suggestion to try ether. And again his eager- 
ness to keep the true nature of his anesthetic secret 
by giving it another name, and by disguising its odor 
with aromatics, mitigates even this claim. 

Apparently Jackson was always moderate in his 
attitude toward the matter. The moment the evi- 
dence was brought before him, he acknowledged Dr. 
Long’s priority, but he claimed that Long did. not 
publish the discovery. And he claimed, of course, 
that he was responsible for Morton’s trial of ether. 
He made a trip to Georgia to confer with Crawford 
Long about the matter. And proposed a compro- 
mise with Dr. Long in a joint appeal to Congress. 
But Dr. Long refused outright to compromise in any 
way his right to the honor of the first discovery 
and demonstration of anesthesia, 

Wells’ contentions and efforts to gain recognition 
we have already stated. But it is interesting to add 
that while supporters of Morton’s claims were at- 
tempting to prove to a Congressional committee that 
Morton’s discovery was the real one because laughing 
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Ттее marks spot where Dr. Long discovered anesthesia March 30, 1842, 
at Jefferson, Jackson County, Georgia 


gas would not produce complete insensibility to pain, 
"Professor John Frederick May, of Washington, 
Vent before the Congressional committee and demon- 
strated that nitrous owide, given according to Wells’ 
plan, would produce insensibility to pain.” 

Less than any other, did the real discoverer push 
his ciaims—indeed he never pushed them at all. 
Modesty was the dominant trait in Crawford Long's 
character. While he never once failed to stand by 
the facts, he left it for others to push his claims 
for recognition. But this has not been fully done 
to the present day. Тһе first champion of his cause 
was the great Dr. Marion Sims—another Southern 
man, who ranks second to none in the history of 
medicine and surgery. Sims heard of Long's first 
operation accidently, through a physician who had 
brought a patient to Dr. Sims for an operation. Dur- 
ing this operation, which was under ether, the physi- 
cian remarked that the first operation under ether 
was performed by his old friend апа preceptor, 
Crawford У. Long, of Georgia. Sims had hitherto 
been under the impression that Morton made the 
discovery; but realizing the importance of the matter, 
he straightway began an investigation and was soon 
convinced that to Long was due the honor. He then 
wrote a *History of Anesthesia" in which he gave 
Long his rightful credit; and at the conclusion of 
which he says: 

"Vaccination and anesthesia are the two greatest 
boons ever conferred by science on humanity. Eng- 
land gave us one. America the other. England 
recognized the labors of Jenner, not, however, in a 
manner commensurate with the magnitude of his 
work. America should recognize the labors of Long 
and his co-workers." 

While adequate honor has not yet been accorded 
the memory of Crawford W. Long, some suitable 
tributes have been paid. Тһе most important of 
these was first suggested by his old school-fellow and 
room-mate, Alexander W. Stephens. This was the 
selection of Long as one of the two great men from 
Georgia to be represented in the Hall of Fame at 
Washington. Strangely enough the other man now 
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By FRANK L. STANTON 


Тһе home ofa toiler is Everywhere— 
On the stone-hard street—up the rickety stair 

I tread when Night the broad day bars: 

That leads—thank God—to a gleam of Stars! 

The Stair that creaks in the darkness lone 

Like the ghosts were coming to claim their own! 
For who toils in a garret for bread—for gold— 

Is one with the singers they starved of old! 


My friends are ghosts: for the human died 
In the world where my heart was crucified— 
Where a place of Skulls for their hate sufficed— 
Dark as the Calvary of the Christ! 

But singers the wide world o’er have known 
Death where the Darkness makes its moan! 
And I am even as they—long dead: 

With a crust of Love and a crust of bread! 


Here, with my ghost-friends standing by 
I shall toil till I die—I shall toil till I die, 
With a song to the stars and a song to the sky, 
А smile in a tear, and a laugh in a sigh! 

The world, my masters, the world—it knows 
Where to plant the thorn and reap the rose! 

But the toiler for bread in a garret high— 

Well, the stars and the ghosts are his friends: 


"s са represented there is Stephens 
himself. Although a nitch has 
been set aside for it, a statue 
of Dr. Long has not yet been 
made and set up—much to the 
shame of the people, and par- 
ticularly the medical people, of 
old Georgia. 

Another recognition of Dr. 
Long's service was promoted by 
the late Mr. Henri Stuart, a 
well-known New York philan- 
thropist. This big-hearted man 
took an unusual interest in the 
cause of Crawford Long, and 
presented a portrait, by Car- 
penter, cf the discoverer, to the 
University of Georgia. Тһе por- 
trait now adorns the walls of 
the State Capitol in Atlanta. A 
curious incident occurred in 
connection with this tribute. Mr. 
Stuart came to Georgia on the 
occasion of the unveiling of the 
portrait, and made a special 
pilgrimage to Athens to visit the grave of the dis- 
coverer. But he never got to see the grave, for he 
reached Athens after dark and while spending the 
night with the family of Dr. Long, died suddenly of 
heart failure. He and Long lie side by side in the 
Athens cemetery. 

It is a singular coincidence that none of the claim- 
ants of the discovery of anesthesia died a natural 
death. Wells, we have seen, committed suicide. 
Morton after an unsuccessful visit to Washington, 
lost his mental balance, 
jumped into a lake, and was 
soon afterwards found in an 
unconscious state from which 
he never recovered. Jackson 
went hopelessly insane. And 
presently we will speak of 
the sudden death of Dr. Long. 

The discovery of chloroform 
anesthesia was made in 1848 
by Sir James Y. Simpson, who 
received many honors for his 
valuable addition to anesthe- 
sia. А baronetcy was one 
token of his Government’s ap- 
preciation. The comparative 
merits of ether, chloroform 
and nitrous oxide gas as an- 
esthetics is an interesting and 
somewhat mooted question. If 
popularity may be taken as 
the seal of professional ap- 
proval, ether is the most im- 
portant of the three. And again if safety is the stan- 
dard of comparison, ether is preferable to chloroform, 
and to nitrous oxide, for long operations. Тһе ideal 
anesthetic and the one now in general use is a combi- 
nation. The combination consists of beginning the an- 
esthesia with nitrous oxide, then continuing it, after 
the patient becomes insensible, with ether. This has 
the great advantage of diminishing the post-operative 
nausea and vomiting common to most anesthetics. 
A mixture of nitrous oxide and oxygen is much in 
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vogue for operations of moderate length, and seems 
harmless. For tooth extraction and minor surgery, 
nitrous oxide is the safest and best anesthetic. Prac- 
tically no authentic deaths traceable to nitrous oxide 
are on record. Chloroform is better for obstetrical 
cases and for operations about the mouth, where the 
ether cone would be in the way. And some physicians 
have a singular preference for chloroform, despite its 
treachery. But for fifty years ether has been, as it 
is to-day, the leading anesthetic in surgery. 


Incidents in the Life of Long 


Crawford W. Long was an interesting character, 
aside from his epoch-making discovery. А sterling, 
active doctor of the old school, his career was crowded 
with human interest and dramatic incident. 

He was Бога November 1, 1815, at Danielsville, 
Ga. Richard H. Dana and Josepn Hooker were born 
the same year, and Clark Mills, the celebrated sculp- 
tor, the same day. Dr. Long's father, James Long, 
‘ame from Carlisle, Pa., to Georgia іп 1781. James 
Long was a successful planter and a deep student of 
law, though he never practiced the legal profession. 
He was a close personal friend of the celebrated 
Georgia ambassador-statesman, William H. Craw- 
ford, who is said to be the only man to whom Napo- 
leon ever condescended to bow. Апа it was for this 
friend that James Long named his first born, not 
dreaming that the namesake was destined to make a 
discovery infinitely greater than anything within the 
'areer of the great ambassador. 

It is interesting to observe that Crawford Long's 
grandfather, Captain Samuel Long, moved from his 
native Ireland to Carlisle, Pa., and that the discov- 
erer's father moved from Pennsylvania to Georgia— 
both displaying a tendency 
toward initiative and discov- 
ery in the affairs of life. An- 
other family characteristic оі 
the Longs was a modesty that 
bordered on аіћаепсе; and 
this was strongly marked in 
the character of the discoverer. 
Long's mother was 
Elisabeth Ware, whose family 
came to Georgia from Vir- 
ginia. She is said to have 
been the most beautiful young 
woman of the whole country- 
side. It was from her that 
Crawford Long inherited that 
sympathy for suffering hu- 
manity which led him to the 
conquest of pain. Crawford 
Long received his first educa- 
tion in the Danielsville Acad- 
emy, founded by his father. 
Then he went to Athens and 
attended Franklin College (now the University of 
Georgia) graduating with honor at the age of eighteen 
—the youngest graduate of the college up to that 
time. Next he taught school for one year at the Dan- 
ielsville Academy. 

It is a remarkable fact that Long chose law instead 
of medicine as a profession. But his father thought 
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that his temperament was better suited to medicine, 
and persuaded him to try medicine one year, with 


(Concluded on Page 17) 
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Т was а Winter even- 
ing in the Valley, and 
Pappy Corn sat before 
his blazing fire with a 
secret smile on 
his face. The 
gray hair glis- 
tened above his 
forehead like 
hoar frost on 

a red apple; 
the white frill 

of  whiskers 
under his chin 
shonelike an in- 
verted aureole. 

“Mister,” Һе 
said presently, 
in that appeal- 
ing  prefatory 
manner which 
he always adopted toward the Stranger at the begin- 
ning of a narrative, *did I ever tell you about the 
time the band of Cheerful Givers in Old Zion Church 
was accidentally intoxicated and so far forgot 
the'rselves as to subscribe three thousand dollars to 
send a Bible woman to Siam?" 

*No, you never did." 

Pappy clasped his hands over his round Brownie 
paunch, twiddled his thumbs, and widened his smile. 

“You understand, I’m in favor of convertin the 
heathen and even the Christians. From my knowledge 
of human nature, none of 1511 ever make it if we 
aint converted and born ag'in out and out at least 
once a year. Still, the thing I'm fixin' to tell you of 
was about the worst speritual back-set we ever had 
in this Valley, and it come mighty nigh ruinin’ some 
of us financially. 

“Те happened at Misses Colwell's house, too. She 
was our pastor's wife and I used to think he married 
her out of the catechism, she was so much like the 
primer answer to ‘what is righteousness.’ I reckon 
you have seen them kind of women—thin, white face, 
and endowed with an uneasy talent for doin’ good, 
but with no human sense of things. 

“She was a saint if ever there was one. But it’s 
a terribly risky business bein’ a saint outside of 
Heaven, Mister, where there’s no chance of makin’ a 
mortal mistake. For, if you really air capable of 
thinkin’ no evil here in this present world, directly 
you'll have both hands full of it without knowin’ what 
you have got hold of. "That's the way it was with 
Misses Colwell. 

*She not only couldn't think evil, she couldn't sus- 
picion it, even if she seen you hiccough and smelt it 
on your breath, bein' the victim of that idiotic inno- 
cence which sanctifies some women. And that's how 
she come to lead the Cheerful Givers astray. It 
seems that a rich cousin in New York sent her a 
bottle of what they call Creme de Minthe up there, 
and which you can't take but a thimble full of 
after meals without feelin' bet- 
tern you ought to. However, 
Misses Colwell thought it was 
jest sweetened mint juice, and 
she give every member of the 
Band а butter-milk tumbler 
full of it. 

*But I aint come to that yet. 


Danced a stately minuet 


faith exercised by 
all manner of mir- 
acles and extrava- 
gancies. Тһеу want 
to stretch the very angel's wings too much, jest to see 
how much they really can believe. Well, Sir, Misses 
Colwell didn't have enough speritual wit to under- 
stand this, and it was pitiful to see her wrestlin' with 
these honest, hard, tight-shet women in Old Zion 
Church. Year after year she tagged along behind 
'em tryin' to collect dues with them strange eyes of 
hers lookin’ like a рат of sad blue prayers that 
never had been answered. 

“Тһе Band of Cheerful Givers was the worst. Some 
of the stingiest women in the Valley belong to it— 
Misses Snow, that would skin a flea for his hide and 
tallow; Misses Tucker, that believed it was fulfillin' 
the scriptures to plant the Kingdom of Heaven in 
foreign lands as if it was a grain of mustard seed; 
Partheny Sockwell, that always flung in jest a mite 
because she was a widow, although she owns as much 
property as airy woman in the 
Valley. — Them's jest samples. 
And it was only the natural 
workin's-out of the female imag- 
ination that they should call 
ther'selves Cheerful Givers. 

“Mighty few folks’ll be saved, 
Mister, because they give cheer- 
fully. We air all born with the 
very bones of Mammon in us, 
and the best we kin do is to keep 
on givin’ with-groanin’s that can- 
not be uttered. 

“But that’s neither here nor 
there. The time come, as I was 
tellin’ you, when the Cheerful 
Givers busted clean through the 
aura of human stinginess and 
subscribed more’n they was able 
to pay to send the Bible woman 
to Siam. It was in January, 
they were to meet at Misses Col- 
well’s house as usual. And she 
was settin’ by the fire, with her 
prayers said, her тар carpet 
dusted, and her cakes and sweet- 
ened *mint juice laid out on the 
kitchen table waitin’ for “ет. 

*Misses Stallin's was the first 
to git there. She spoke to Misses Colwell as if she 
wa'n't in the same class with her, took off her gloves, 
warmed her hands and set down on the fur side of 
the fireplace. . 

“Mister, air you acquainted with Misses Stallin’s? 
She— Well, Sir, she looks as if shed refugeed from 
the Old Testament and was first cousin to Moses and 
the prophets. And if poor little Misses Colwell was 
stone deaf to the heavenly voices so that she had to 
serve the Lord by rote, Misses Stallin's had a too 
reckless ear for hearin’ “еп. I have knowed her to 


As I was tellin’ you, she had 
that dumb pitiful energy that 
jest keeps up endlessly without 
sense. Never from the time 
she come here, a little tight- 
waisted bride, till now, has she 
let go the coat-tails of Heaven 
and took a worldly-minded rest 
from doin' what she thinks is 
her Christian duty. Апа you 
know what that means. For it 
may be right to do good all 
the time, but ГІІ be danged if 
it’s natural. So Misses Col- 
well faded and flattened till 
she looked as if she'd been 
pressed mighty nigh to death 
somewhere between Deuteron- 
omy and Revelations. The wom- 
en's societies, in particular, give 
her a heap of trouble. It's 
mighty hard, Mister, to lead 
women even into the Kingdom 
of Heaven. You have to fool 
'em in. Тһеу crave to have their 


"She set down on the fur side of the fireplace" 
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“А basket of infant clothes” 


' The Intoxication of 
the Cheerful Givers 


By MRS. L. 


turn this Valley up- 
side down by takin' 
a notion that we 
were fixin’ to have 
an earthquake on account of our sins. And once she 
caused old man Snow to fling a fit by tellin’ him she'd 
saw him dead and laid out in a vision she had 
the night before. Не was in good health, but for 
six months after that he was afeerd to walk down 
the big road lesen a horse was to run over him 
and kil him. As one of the Cheerful Givers, she 
was always gittin’ messages. And she about worked 
the Band to death carryin' out her speritual direc- 
tions. Once she brung word to 'em that it had been 
borne in on her that they ought to make up a baby 
outfit for the preachers wife, and about the time 
Misses Colwell was gittin' over a puny spell she had, 
here come a basket of infant clothes from the Cheer- 
ful Givers. They say she was terribly put out, but 
she took “ет and I reckon she's got 'em yet although 
she’s never needed “еп. But that was the beginnin' 
of the coldness between her and 
and Misses Stallin's. Тһе latter 
"lowed that Misses Colwell had 
acted deceitful. 

“So it was, when the other 
Cheerful Givers stepped in that 
day clackin’ together the Веп- 
way -women һауе, there set 
Misses Stallin's in her Mount 
Tabor mood on one side of the 
fireplace and Misses Colwell cow- 
erin’ оп tother side. They 
knowed ай once by Misses 
Stallin's high silence and the ter- 
rible brightness of her look that 
she had brung one of her ‘mes- 
sages, and they dreaded it. 
Heaven is sech a fur ways, Mis- 
ter, as fur as the East air from 
the West, and it’s natural that 
human bein’s, who at best air 
but the immortal dipthongs of 
good and evil, should feel skeert 
and oneasy when the word they 
git from there aint been soaked 
and softened by time іп the 
scriptures but comes too awful 
quick and straight. So the Band 
set around silent and forebodin’ 
as they watched the trumpetin’ angels at work on 
Misses Stallin’s countenance. Prim Mayberry’s wife 
prayed the openin’ prayer, and you could tell she 
was on her guard agin any more revelations or mes- 
sages. Seemed as if she was almost astin’ the Lord 
to let 'em off this time on account of the weather 
bein' so cold, or beca'se they was all poor and needy 
ther'selves. 

“But it wa’n’t no use. So soon as the recardin' 
secretary had read the minutes of the last meetin', 
and before Misses Colwell could git up and state 
that the treasury was empty, 
Misses Stallin's riz, looked the 
Cheerful Givers hard in the face 
and ‘lowed that about two 
o'clock the night before she 
heerd a voice sayin' plain as 
daylight, ‘Send a Bible woman 
to Siam! Send a Bible woman 
to Siam! Send a Bible woman 
to. Siam"—three times, jest 
that way. 

“Тһеп she set down with the 
air of one who had furnished 
the lump of leaven and has the 
faith to believe it would work 
without any vain words from 
her. 

“Well, Sir, the Band set 
starin at the fire a minute, 
then Misses Mayberry says, in 
an awed tone of voice, 

* *Who is Siam? 

““Хехег heerd of him, says 
Partheny, rollin' her eyes at the 
prophet, “апа I don't believe 
there's sech a person" 

“Misses Stallin’s remained si- 
lent, as much as to say it wa’n’t 
none of her business to p’int out 
Siam,—she’d brung the mes- 
sage as it was give to her. Then 
Sally Pendergrass spoke out 
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Tea Farming іп the Sout 


Field of two-year-old tea plants 


NE hundred years ago a Frenchman set 
out the first tea plant in this country, 
on the Middleton estate on the Ashley 

River, near Charleston, S. C.; about forty 
years later another attempt at tea-raising was 
made by a Mr. Smith, of Greenville, S. C., but 
both of these experiments were failures owing 
to the deaths of the men who were interested 
in the work. 

Just before the Civil War, the Government 
introduced tea seed into the South Atlantic 
States, and though many small gardens were the re- 
sult, no active cultivation of tea as an industry was 
attempted, and most of even these gardens were 
destroyed during the war. 

Twenty years afterwards, however, Hon. William 
б. Le Duc started an experimental tea farm near 
Summerville, S. C., and though the fact that tea could 
be grown in this country was clearly demonstrated, 
this farm was abandoned, but from it was formed 
the Pinehurst Tea Garden, which now has been suc- 
cessfully run for many years. There is another farm 
very near Summerville, at Rantowles, and, as these 
are representative of the tea industry in America, a 
description of the cultivation of tea, as it is done on 
these two places, will give an idea of the manner in 
which tea-farming may be carried on in the United 
States. 

The Pinehurst Tea Garden, owned by Dr. Charles 
U. Shepard, consists of ninety acres in tea plants in 
various stages of growth, and of different varieties, 
but those which have been found to be most suited 
to this climate are the *Dragon's Pool" from China, 
which was the seed first tried at Pinehurst; the *Dar- 
jeeling" and “Kangra” from India, and sorts from 
Japan, and though Ceylonese has been attempted, it 
was not successful, as the districts in the island of 
Ceylon in which tea is grown are either of a higher 
altitude or are more tropical There is also raised at 
Pinehurst a Japanese tea known as *Shelter Tea", so 
called because it must be protected from the direct 
rays of the sun, and it is usually grown under frames 
covered with matting. 

The seed is planted in the late winter or early 
spring in nurseries, in average soil, and is covered 
to the depth of about two inches by the earth, which 
must be kept moist and warm. When the plants 
reach the height of a foot they are set out in either 
of two ways; in hills or in hedges. Plows and cul- 
tivators are not used for tea as for other crops, but 
hoes and forks, as these are the implement used in 
the Orient and are found to be better suited for the 
cultivation of tea. Тһе ordinary care for the pre- 
vention of grass and weeds is necessary, and the 
ground must be kept in such condition that the rain 
will soak in easily. If left alone the tea plant will 
reach a height of fifteen feet, but at Pine- 
hurst it is kept down to a few feet, during 
the first few years, simply being trimmed 
into shape and afterwards the growth of 
the past year cut back to a few inches of 
the older wood. 

The plucking of the tea begins in May 
and continues until October and is done en- 
tirely by colored children who are employed 
in the gardens every ten days as the young 
leaves of the tea come out. These children 
are carefully trained for their task and 
they are quite as capable as the tea-pickers 
of the Orient, although constant supervis- 
ion of them is necessary. The average 
daily amount of leaf picked by the Oriental 
is thirty pounds, while it has happened that 
a negro child has plucked fifty pounds of 
the fine small leaf in a day, and if the work 
had been confined to the coarser larger leaf, 
the amount would probably have been a 
hundred. 

After the leaves have been picked, they 


Tea machine 


are taken to the factory, where they are first put in 
a machine, consisting of a rotary cylinder, and as 
the leaves go through this they are sterilized by a 
current of hot air. They are then “rolled”, which 
process breaks the oil cells containing the matter 
necessary for making tea, and which gives them the 
twisted appearance everyone knows. After this the 
leaves are dried and the result of this process is 
green tea. To produce black tea, the leaf must, be- 
fore rolling, be withered, and after rolling, oxidized 
by exposure to the air. Thus, the difference between 


Tea Taxed; Coffee Free 


A provision of the Payne tariff bill, 
introduced in the House of Representa- 
tives of Congress on March 17th, proposed 
to put a duty of 8 cents a pound on tea 
when imported from the country in which 


produced, and 9 cents a pound when im- 
ported from other countries. The same 
bill continued coffee upon the free list, al- 
though a retaliatory duty on coffee grown 
in Brazil and some of the Central Amer- 
ican countries, was urged during the debate. 


green and black tea is not due to special seed, but 
to the mode of manufacture. 

The other Tea Garden at Rantowles, owned by 
Mr. F. A. Tyler, is larger and produces more tea, 
but the mode of culture is almost the same except 
that the plant is not set out in the field until it is 
two years old. 

Both of these farms have thoroughly equipped 
factories, and during the entire manufacture of the 
leaf, it is touched by the hand only twice: first, when 
it is picked, and second, when objectionable leaves 


A tea field during plucking time 
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Nursery of tea plants 


and foreign matter are removed. This gar-. 
den produces fifteen thousand pounds of tea 
annually, and the Pinehurst estate ten thou- 
sand pounds, and as these are practically 
the only tea farms in the country, it may be 
said that America produces twenty-five thou- 
sand pounds of tea every year. 

The tea plant requires a fertile soil and 
constant cultivation, and on virgin land it 
is better to first raise two or three deep- 
cultivated crops before starting the tea. А 
large amount of rain is almost necessary, and though 
the rainfall in the tea-producing region of South 
Carolina is much less than in the same districts of 
the Orient, the tea does not seem to need as much 
water here as in the mother countries, but long 
droughts are harmful. 

Although it has been clearly demonstrated that 
tea, and a high grade of tea, may be grown in Amer- 
ica, until the Government puts a tariff on imported 
tea, tea-farming as a paying investment will not be 
successful. 

During the Spanish-American war a small tax 
was levied on tea, thus increasing the cost, and 
during that time four tea farms were projected, 
as then the American-grown could be raised аз 
cheaply as the imported, but when the necessity 
for funds was over and the tax taken off, these 
projected tea farms were given up, as they were 
purely business ventures. 

Also the taste of the American people must be cul- 
tivated for the American-grown tea. Differences in 
climate, soil and manufacture affect the quality of 
tea, so that American-grown necessarily has a dif- 
ferent taste from tea of the same variety grown 
in the Orient. However, comparison by experts has 
proved that the *cup quality" of the American is 
equal to the imported. Тһе finest grades of tea are 
not exported at all; they are used by the wealthy 
class of the country in which they are produced, and 
the finest—the leaf of which is the size of an eyelash, 
and which sells for one hundred dollars а pound— 
is almost entirely consumed by the Mandarins of 
China. 

The higher the grade of tea, the lower the tem- 
perature of the water necessary for brewing, and at 
the tea-drinking of thé Chinese nobles, each man 
after putting the tea leaves in his cup, fills the cup 
with luke-warm water and after a few minutes 
allowed for drawing, drinks only the upper third— 
the rest he gives to his servants. 

Americans would probably consider none of it fit 
to drink, as such a cup of tea to us would be 
flat and insipid, but the taste of the Chinaman is 
so highly cultivated that he finds a delicious flavor 
in what we would call warm water. 

The introduction of the tea industry into 
the Southern States should be a source of 
a great deal of good. Тһеге are acres and 
acres of fertile land, now unhealthy from 
lack of drainage, but which if properly 
drained would be suitable for the growing 
of tea. 

It would also furnish employment for 
women and children, giving them work in 
the open, and work of a light and pleasant 
character. Most of them who would be 
capable of tea-picking make the greater 
part of their money by picking cotton, and 
as the two would barely interfere with one 
another, the amount of these people's in- 
come would be almost doubled. 

Then, the people of the United States 
spend about fifteen million dollars every:year 
for their tea, and all of this goes to the 
Orient. If we only realized that we could 
get the same quality of tea, and a purer tea 


at home, this $15,000,000 might be spent in 
America, 
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. J Е were playing a four weeks’ engagement of 
*Jack and the Bean Stalk", a spectacular 
that required a big company, much scen- 

ery and a lot of music; consequently, new men were 
added to the orchestra." Fritz Von Werner was one 
of the extras, and while he was pleasant enough, he 
didn't seem to chime in with the rest of us. He was 
a fat German, past middle age. We dubbed him 
*Dutchy", and he didn't mind it when we openly and 
good-naturedly made fun of him. He generally 
looked mystified, like a lost kitten, which seemed 
comical in a fellow as old as he was. He was always 
the very last to take his seat, his face as red as,a 
beet, and his fringe of hair still wet from its recent 
baptism, and you could tell at a glance that he had 
jumped into his coat on the fly. 

Lathrop, our leader, was an over-worked, nervous 
sort of fellow, and for some unaccountable reason 
every mistake made was laid on *Dutchy". He got 
“called down" at almost every performance. Some- 
times Lathrop would only glare in his direction, but, 
all the same, Werner would get redder and run his 
finger around his collar as if it choked him. Between 
the acts, one day, we were all talking and laughing, 
when Lathrop came in frowning. “І say, Von Wer- 
ner,” he snorted, “you and your rotten old ’cello 
came near ruining that overture; I don’t believe you 
know how to play; if you don’t do better, I'll drop 
you—understand ?” 

Even the top of *Dutchy's" bald head got red, and 
he stammered out: 

*Vhy, vhat you mean my not play? Mine ’cello 
ist rotten, eh? I play mit der palaces of Kings— 
mine 'cello is fine—gen-u-ine; I know not your rag 
moosic—I shust play by vhat say der notes. In der 
Fadder-land—" 

*Oh, cut that, can't you?" interrupted Lathrop. 
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“І don't care a rap about ‘der Fadder-land'; come, 
wake up! or get out!" 

It was time to go out again, and the rest of the 
show went off better. Poor old *Dutchy" put his 
nose almost into the music, and he seemed devil-bent 
to drown out the rest of us. Lathrop kept cutting 
his eye in his direction, but “Dutchy” didn't seem to 
see him. We all got a little excited and played 
“forte” to beat the band! 

We were putting our dress-coats in the lockers 
when Lathrop came in. *I say, where's Von Wer- 
ner?" he asked. 

“Gone,” I answered; “he always cuts a blue streak 
just as soon as the show is over. Waller, over there, 
tried to stop him, and congratulate him on the way 
he ripped up things, but he pushed him aside and 
told him ‘to get ауһау und go mit der devil? ” 

“І want to tell him," laughed Lathrop, "if he'd 
play like that all the time, I'd give him a steady job; 
he seems to be wool-gathering and blundering half 
the time.” І felt like telling him he gave “Dutchy” 
more than his share of the blame for mistakes, but 
I didn't have the nerve. 

The next afternoon it was not until the curtain 
had gone up that Von Werner came panting in. He 
tried to take his seat quietly, but he kicked against 
the stand—we were playing a “stilly night" scene, 
and the noise sounded awful, some of the audience 
tittered, and Lathrop's face looked like a thunder- 
cloud. “Dutchy” fixed the stand, then commenced 
playing the "wrong part; he saw his mistake, and, 
honestly, he looked so pathetically embarrassed that 
I believe even Lathrop felt sorry for him, for he 
didn't say anything to him afterwards, except to 
ask him what made his so behind-time. 

“І shust could not it help—dat is’t all," he answered. 

He seldom talked much, spent the time gazing out 
of the window. Once when the Cornetist offered him 
a cigar, he looked positively happy. “І t'ank you, 
mine frund. І haf not smoke all day," he said. 
Waller asked him if his wife had threatened to quit 
him if he indulged in the weed. I declare, I thought 
for a minute he was going for Waller, but he smiled 
and said,—* You haf no brains to mine mit your 
beesness, so І got not mad, eh?" Waller stuck an- 
other cheroot in his vest, and told him he meant 
no offense, so we all filed out. 

Тһе theater was a dirty place, and to keep а “clean 
front" was no easy matter; you had to change often. 
At first *Dutchy's" shirt shone like a mirror, but 
gradually it began to take on a dimmer hue. His 
clothes showed careful handling, his shoes shone, and 
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his face and hands were spotless, but involuntarily 
we all began to glance at his shirt. Finally, one day, 
while we were in the orchestra room, Lathrop an- 
nounced that “of course, it was understood that a 
neat, genteel appearance was expected of every 
member of the orchestra, and that the fact was to 
be distinctly remembered”. We knew he was hitting 
at “Dutchy”, and he knew it, too, because he kept 
pulling at his coat, trying to make it come to- 
gether more. 

Well, after that one spurt of vigorous playing, 
“Dutchy” lapsed into the same spiritless method. He 
continued to come just in the nick of time. We 
thought the old fogy had put on another shirt, but 
a playful slap on the chest by one of the fellows 
proved he had rubbed powder over the old one. We 
knew he was drawing good pay, and had only him- 
self and wife to support, so we concluded he was 
close-fisted, and that was the reason he lit out so 
quickly for fear hed have to stand treat. Coming 
to this conclusion, we let him more severely alone 
than ever. Once, however, he came in with a huge 
red rose in his lapel. How we did laugh! We guyed 
him good about hiş “mash”, and wanted to know 
which one of the girls decorated him. 

“You aint going to wear that blooming cabbage 
before the audience, are you, ‘Dutchy’?” the Cornetist 
asked. “I vil wear it—yes—let me alone, pleeze,” 
he answered, a little testily. We jollied him а lot 
about it, but he wouldn't explain; looked as if he 
wanted to bolt, though. You know what it is to play 
“popular music" over and over again, every after- 
noon and every night for four consecutive weeks; it's 
like a constant drop of water on a martyr's head—it 
gets the best of you after a while. We were feeling 
pretty ragged, and Lathrop—well, if you even rattled 
a sheet of music, he’d bring his baton down like a 
club. “Dutchy” had seemed so nervous from the 
start, that you couldn't see any change in him, only 
he had gotten more used to the leader, and didn't 
flush up so. 

The first matinée of the last week was half over 
when in came Von Werner, about two hours late; we 
were just about ready to take our places for the 
third act. Lathrop had been fussing about his non- 
appearance, when in he came carrying his baize- 
covered "cello. Gee whiz! but Lathrop was mad! 
“Here,” he fairly yelled,—*you just get right out, 
I’ve had enough of you. I don't need you any longer. 
I'm not paying you to come here any old time. Гуе 
*phoned Reese to take your place, so you clear out, 
the sooner the better!’ А number of things had 

gone wrong; the leading lady was sick, her sub- 
stitute didn't know the part, and the whole 
show dragged. It certainly was an inoppor- 
tune time for *Dutchy" to take any liberties. 

After Lathrop’s abrupt discharge, Von 
Werner stood in the door, his 'cello still under 
his arm. His face flushed, then paled. “Vhell, 
all right, it does not matter long, it vhas all 
coome to und end—all—to—once.” Tears ac- 
tually stood in his mild blue eyes, and he 
turned, and closed the door after him. Nobody 
spoke, we all felt that Lathrop had been too 
quick on the trigger—ought to have given him 
a chance to explain, anyway, and there was 
something in Von Werner’s voice, something 
that made us, all at once, feel that he was a 
stranger in a strange land, and I, for one, 
wished I had not laughed at the old fellow’s 
awkwardness, nor joined in the general 
“poke-fun”. 

The play was over, and I was standing on 
the corner waiting for my car, when Lathrop 
came up. “Renbuh,” he said, “what do you 
suppose made Werner so late? The man looked 
so—Oh, I don't know—but, if I had time, and 
wasn't feeling so tired, Га hunt him up, and 
let him know I had no ill feeling; you know, 
just couldn't put up with that sort of thing. 
but Гуе got to get to my room." 

“ГІІ tell you what ГИ do," I said, "give me 
his address and ГІІ go find him, I would like 
to tell him good-by, myself; Гіп going to New 
York after this week." 

The Cornetist and Waller came along, and 
I told him where I was going. Тһеу offered to 
go with me. “Old ‘Dutchy’ looked completely 
cut up," said Waller; “тауһе the old man's 
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віск.” Almost half a dozen blocks back of the theater, we 
found Von Werner's lodging-house. А dirty little girl let 
us in and told us to go up three floors. We mounted the 
first two flights in a hurry. The stairs were uncarpeted and 
the halls bare and cold. When we reached the top of the 
last flight, we stopped short—things looked so different. A 
bright red carpet stretched the full length of the narrow 
hall; in a quaint wooden cage, a canary chirped, and on a 
cushion in a rocker by the window sat a big black cat, 
watching, disconsolately, the dripping panes. We took in 
all these small details hardly knowing it; what paralyzed 
us was the tones of a 'cello—old *Dutchy" was playing 
*Traumerei". We just stood spell-bound! Talk about your 
'cello playing! I've heard soloists all over the country, but 
for soul-stirring, tear-starting music, I give you my word, 
Т уе never heard the equal of that. Тһе man was a master, 
sure. Just as he finished playing, an old woman came out 
of one of the rooms and told us to go right in the back 
room, the *Professor" was in there. We went in—the cur- 
tains were partly drawn, and at first things were not very 
plain—then we saw *Dutchy" on his knees by a couch, 
on which lay а woman—dead. 

Von Werner didn't know we were there, his back was 
toward us, and he was smoothing her gray hair and saying: 

“Ach! mine liebling, mine frau, mine Margaret—I haf 
play, und play, and this one time you smile not, never 
more, ach тпіпе-” 

Then the poor fellow buried his face in the cover. I 
tell you I could hardly speak, but I touched him on the 
shoulder, and he looked up. 

"We didn't know you were in trouble; didn't know your 
wife was even sick—why didn't you tell us?" I man- 
aged to ask. 

He appreciated our sympathy, and wanted to talk, yet 
he seemed to be talking more to himself than to us. I 
gave him Lathrop's message. 

"Ach! mine frunds, I vhas glad; it vhas der gude Gott 
in Himmel dot make him give me mine discharge. If I had 
stay—she would haf die alone—I come back und she die 
here—" 

He put his hand on his breast, as if he still felt her 
head there. 


"It vhas all one mistake," he continued, “І bring her 
avay to America, so she get vhell mit der sea und air, but 
she grieve fer home, und I haf not enough to go back mit, 
till she vhas too sick—I get evert'ing fer her like home 
I could—" 

We looked around the room—rugs, easy chairs, pictures of 
German scenes, and potted plants were everywhere; the 
table was piled high with fruits and flowers, and books, 
magazines and papers were scattered about in profusion; 
the 'cello leaned against the bed, and the bow lay on the 
pillow. Still kneeling on the floor and stroking her hair, 
he went on talking. 

“Т got der job by der theater so I can get more medi- 
cines, more vine, more of der tings to make her vhell, but 
ach—she vhanted me ter sthay mit her—und she hold mine 
hand, und I stay till she sleep—den I run all der vhay to 
der play-house. Sometime she sleep not fer so long time, 
und I vhas late, und her eyes vhas on der moosic, und I 
see not der notes, und her whisper vhas in mine ear, und | 
I hear not der leader. I save one dollar to buy one shirt 
dot vhas white, but she cry in her sleep fer der roses—und | 
I buy dem, und when she lift her eyes open she say,—‘Mine | 
Fritz, der roses from mine door! und she vhas so happy, 
she pelief she vhas at home, und she pin one on my coat, | 
und I play; der moosic make her better some little—und I 
ask de gude Fadder in Himmel fer mine Margaret to get 
vhell, und He haf took her avhay." 

We couldn't say anything to comfort him; he cried like 
& child. 

We went to the theater that night and told the story. 

"Good God, boys!" said Lathrop; *we must do some- 
thing. ГП give ten dollars; we can at least help that way." 

Well, you fellows can guess the rest, I know. There 
wasn't a man, woman or child, from manager to the least 
chorus girl, that didn't give something. We orchestra fel- 
lows went out to the cemetery in a body. Poor old 
“Dutchy”! ГІІ never forget the look on his face after it was 
all over, and her grave was covered withe flowers, as he 
turned to us and said: 

"Mine Margaret, she haf gone home—for alvays at home— 
und she vhil vait, und I vhil coome. Gott pless you, mine 
frunds—Gott pless you!” 


GILBERT NEA 


CHAPTER ХХХ (Con- 
cluded) 


Г: go yet," said 
Daggart, almost 
pathetically, to Gilbert, as the young man made 
as if to start for the store. “Let the clerks run it. There 
is no great hurry." 

“Oh, no, of course if you want me—" Neal began, but 
was interrupted by the merchant. 

"The truth is, Gilbert, I want to talk to you. You al- 
ways were the only person I could open my heart to, man- 
to-man-like, and I've looked forward to this for many and 
many а day. I feel like if I can't get this—all this out,” 
Daggart struck his breast with his open hand—“it will 
simply kill me. Gilbert, my dear boy"—there was a quiver- 
ing intonation in the slow-falling words—"I am a тізега- 
ble man." 4 

“Оһ, I hope not, Mr. Daggart," Neal cried, feeling а 
keen sympathy for his friend. 

"I don't know how to begin, and yet I'm going to get it 
all out,” he said, with a sigh that was almost a groan. “Gil- 
bert, I hain’t never seen a preacher or theologian who can 
explain to me what the unpardonable sin is, but I believe— 
if there is such a thing—that I've committed it. I made a 
mistake in—in marrying when and how I did the last 
time; the biggest mistake that mortal man ever made. I 
loved my first wife with a love that I never even realized 
till I got to calling out to her—dead though she was—in the 
agony of my honeymoon. God bless her soul! If she is 
anywhere in existence she knows how sorely I have repented 
for insulting her ashes like I did. ОҺ, Га give the re- 
maining years of my life to have her back, plain as she 
was, simple in her dear old habits. But its too late! Тһе 
other one is up in her room now—the kind of woman my 
dead wife would have known a mile off at first sight and 
stayed clear of." 

“Pm sorry to hear all this," said Gilbert, deeply touched, 
“but really it doesn't do any good to speak of it." 

“It does me good. I want somebody among all the folks 
that I know to see down into my heart and know the 
whole truth. I don't blame the girl, understand that. She 
is a sight higher in the scale of spirituality than I am, be- 
cause she don't know as much as I do of the pit-falls of 
life. She sized me up—read me better than I read the men 
I deal with and beat in trades. She tackled my weakest 
points exactly as Гуе always tackled theirs. She came at 
me with smiles, honeyed words and kisses, and I struggled 
like a rabbit caught in a steel-trap, and finally got so far 
gone that I didn't care for one other earthly thing. Тһеп 
I married her. 

"It all looked like a rosy dream ahead of us. It was in 
New York at that big stylish hotel where it began. We 
used to go about sight-seeing till we were plumb tired out, 
and then we got so we didn't even care to go anywhere. 
The things she had thought she'd love to 
look at had no interest for her, and we'd 
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without anything to say. 
But she was thinking, and 
I was thinking, and she 
knew what 1 thought, and I knew what she thought. Then 
she got so she'd beg me to leave her alone, and she'd : 


І 
sit together in that ні 


there locked up all by herself for hours and hours while Га 
iry to pass away the time down below, so tired and home- 
sick I could hardly breathe. One night she openly shud- 
dered at my touch. Wed been talking about you, I re- 
member, and how noble you were and good to your folks, 
and I started to put my arm around her, and she grabbed 
my hand and pulled it down and stared at me for a minute 
like she was mad. А woman may be a living devil in her 
wiles and tricks, but there are times when she'd rather die 
than be embraced by a man she don't love—even if she has | 
bargained and sold herself. She gets tired acting." 
Daggart sat in silence for a moment, his dull glance on 
the floor, then he resumed. | 
“Coming back South, we stopped in Atlanta and took 
quarters at a hotel. She seemed to like that better, and 
we decided to stay there several weeks. Dave was in town 
fiying around with his automobile and rich friends and 
putting on all sorts of style, and, of course, we saw a lot 
of him and his gang. Every day or evening he'd bring up 
fresh folks to be introduced to her, and now and then some 
stylishly dressed lady would call. We had parties and 
drives, and went to the theater and took in everything. 
Dave was in it all. Га hear him, even behind our backs, 
raving to the others about how beautiful and dashing Laura 


| 


was. Well, she was—there is no shadow of doubt about 
that. In her fine new clothes and diamonds, she simply was 
the most dazzling creature God ever let walk the earth. 
Wherever we'd go, on the street, in the public dining-room, 


or anywhere, men would turn their heads and look. One | 


night Dave had made us go to the theater, and had a box 
where just about six of us sat, and I give you my word 
the whole house looked at Laura as much as they did at 


the stage. Once when I was sorter kicking against some | 
big dance they all wanted to go to at a club house in the | 
| 


country, Dave talked to me mighty straight. Не said I had 
no right to keep her back and curb her natural enjoyment 
because I had spent the biggest part of my life and enjoyed 
it in my own way. And the trouble was that he was right. 
I couldn't stomach the idea of the dance, though, for my 
part, and then she began to beg to be allowed to go with 
Dave and the balance. She begged and he begged, and their 
women friends come and begged just as if Га been her 
daddy. I had an awful fear, a fear which I wouldn't have 
owned up to for any price, and yet I ended by giving in. 
"She got ready that night while I walked round and round 
the block, not seeing anything, not hearing anything, only 
thinking, thinking, thinking till my brain reeled. If I could 
have blotted her out of my life for ever and ever I'd have 
done it right then, but I couldn't. She was 


tied to me by bonds that couldn't be cut. | 
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Every time Га think of separation, the awful humiliation 
and shame of publicly acknowledging my misstep would rise 
before me and Га fancy folks laughing at me and pointing 
the finger of scorn. I went up to the room just before they 
started to the dance. Dave was at the door bubbling over 
with fun and telling her to hurry up and to put on this 
and that article and to wear the flowers he'd sent, and telling 
her this big man and the—the Governor, I remember, was to 
be there to meet her, and she must save dances for this 
friend and that. I left Dave at the door and went in and 
watched her put on the finishing touches. She was the 
most beautiful woman that night Atlanta ever saw. As 
mad and miserable as I was, and lost to me though she was, 
I simply had to sit and wonder. She came to me and 
coldly kissed me good-by. . Pm awfully unstrung. 
It is a part of my punishment.” 

"I am sorry to hear you talk this way, Mr. Daggart,” 
Neal said, sympathetically. “Perhaps we'd better not—” 

“No, I'm not through—not quite through,” the merchant 
broke in. “Well, I stayed there that night all by myself 
thinking it over. I wasn’t strong enough to put my foot 
down on her way of doing things, and I wasn’t man enough 
to go through a separation that would publicly stamp me 
as such a doddering fool at my time of life. 

“I never closed my eyes while she was away. Ten million 
damnable ideas haunted my crazy brain. I could fancy 
her and Dave—I could fancy the two waltzing together or 
promenading, or chatting in some out of the way corner ;— 
no, I wasn’t jealous. It might be called that by an un- 
thinking person, but that wasn’t it. It was simply that 
Га tied up the last remnant of my long steady life in that 
flighty young creature, and didn’t know one minute what 
she would do the next. 

“She and Dave come back after two o’clock. They thought 
I was asleep, for they stood at the door laughing and carry- 
ing on like two children over what had happened at the ball. 
I heard her tell him to speak low several times so as not to 
wake me. He kept telling her how beautiful she was and 
what a wonderful impression she’d made on everybody— 
that she’d been the belle of the affair, and that some re- 
porter wanted her picture to put in a paper, and that he 
was proud of his ‘mountain beauty’ and the rapidity with 
which she had ‘caught on’ and was so thoroughly in ‘the 
swim’. I don't know"—Daggart passed a quivering hand 
over his lips and sighed—“I wont say he kissed her as they 
parted, for I have no earthly way of knowing positively, 
but somehow I think he did, and yet I was not man enough 
to even mention it. 

“I pretended to be asleep when she turned up the gas. 
I was too cowardly even to let her know how restless Га 
been. . 

“The next morning at breakfast the news came of her 
brother’s death. She cried for fully two hours in her room 
and I hoped it would make her want to go straight home, 
but one of Dave’s friends—a good-looking man at the head 
of a bank—called and sent up his card. She dried her eyes 
and went down to the parlor, and as I passed the door half 
an hour later, I saw her smiling and making herself agree- 
able. I found out afterwards that she hadn’t even told him 
of her bereavement. In fact, she said she’d rather stay on 
down there, and that she didn’t intend to put on mourning. 
She said she’d heard folks say it was not expected of brides, 
as it would be of other people. Gilbert, she never will be 
contented here. She’s had her taste of the sort of life she 
likes, and this quiet village will stifle her to death. But 
what am I to do?” 

With a groan, Daggart rose from his chair and stalked 
from the room. 


CHAPTER ХХХІ. 


UCILLE and Graham were married at the farm-house 
on the first day of April. She had confided unre- 
servedly in him, and he had freely forgiven, and both of 
them were happy. David had shipped his new automobile 
from Atlanta up to Darley, and he and his colored chauffeur, 
a dapper darkey almost as well dressed as his stylish 
master, was in high feather as he stood over his machine 
in front of the Springtown hotel and deigned to patronize 
the group of mountaineers and farmers by explaining this 
or that device about the ponderous car. 

Dave had taken the best rooms in the hotel and the entire 
carriage-shed in the rear. He had brought several trunks 
along filled with the various articles of his wardrobe, and 
presents for the bride and groom. Ав was noised from опе 
end of the county to another, his mining scheme had been 
eminently successful. He was a rich man; even the cau- 
tious and conservative Daggart had admitted that to skepti- 
cal inquirers who found it hard to believe in such phenom- 
enal luck as had come the young man’s way since his serious 
trouble among them less than a year ago. But the trans- 
formation was real and most of the humble admirers of 
the dashing young promoter gloried in the prosperity his 
natural shrewdness, gift of gab and optimistic daring had 
brought him. Great things were being promised the village 
by David. He was at the bottom of a scheme to build 
a branch railway out from the main trunk line which 
touched Darley. There was a mineral spring a few miles 
from the village and Dave was going to spin over to it 
that very day to see about building a spacious summer hotel 
on the spot which would bring fashionable people thither 
once a year, and furnish a splendid market for small produce. 

The wedding was a very pretty affair. Many people 
were there and many presents were sent in and brought. 
When it was oyer and the bridal couple had been driven 
away to take the train at Darley for the North, Mrs. Tid- 
well, who had been very close to Lucille through all the 
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wedding arrangements, was starting out to walk back to 
the village when Gilbert overtook her. 

“Will you let me go with you?” he asked. | 

She smiled up at him from beneath the pretty hat she | 
wore, and a delicate flush stole into her cheeks. A great 
change had come over her. Her color was good, her eyes 
bright, her step sprightly. She had, with. the removal of 
her great mental burden, regained the grace and beauty 
which had no doubt first attracted the really critical eye 
of her late husband. 

"It was very, very pretty, wasn't it?" she said, as he 
suited his step to hers. 

“Very, indeed," he answered. Не was silent for a while. 
There was a whirring sound behind them and David's auto- 
mobile containing its owner, and three laughing and shout- 
ing girls whirled past at high speed. 


“He’s got to be quite a ladies’ man," Gilbert said. “Не 
will be marrying the next thing we hear." 
"Not for a while yet," Mrs. Tidwell answered, *The girl 


he most admired is married now." 

“You mean—” Gilbert began. 

“І mean Laura," Mrs. Tidwell said, her face averted. 
“She seemed to be just the sort of woman he liked, and now 
that he has made so much money, if she were not married 
he would try to get her. I know him well enough for that. 
I talked with him out there to-day. He couldn't speak 
of anything else." 

"You may be right," Gilbert said, his glance resting ten- 
derly on the sweet profile at his side. “But let's not talk 
of her or of him. You saw me looking at you while the 
ceremony was going on. You turned away as if—as if you 
didn't quite like it." 

"Yes, I saw you," the widow answered, her face set rigidly. 

"I couldn't help it," Gilbert went on. “І got to thinking 
over it all, and when I saw you there helping my little 
sister as you were—proving to be her dearest friend at such 
a time—when I thought of it all—you see—and realized 
what you had done for her; what you had done for me— 
what you had saved me from, through your wonderful 
strength of character, calmness, forbearance, courage and 
suffering—when I thought of your representing all tha*, I 
forgot where I was. I simply stood there wondering over 
you, little woman—wondering if you are not, after all, 
more than mortal." 

"Oh, you mustn't talk that way—you mustn't exaggerate 
50!” Mrs. Tidwell said, flushing pleasurably. 

"If I don't say even more," he ran on huskily, “it is 
simply because all my gratitude, all my feeling of indebt- 
edness to you is so packed up within me that I don’t know 
how to get it out. It would take years and years to tell 
you how I feel about it. No man ever owed a woman as 
much as I owe you—no man could be half so willing to 
repay. Honestly, I would not hesitate to lay down my life 
in return for what you have done.” 

Their eyes met and clung together. Across the meadows 
the sun was going down into a sea of molten gold, amethyst 
and pearl. There came to their ears the tinkling of cow and 
sheep bells. He saw her glorious eyes fill with tears, and 
then she looked away. 

“I wish you would let me say something to you,” she fal- 
tered. “I do want to—to advise you a little bit. I wonder 
if you will think I am a meddler and be angry with me.” 

“Angry with you?” he scoffed. “You might advise me 
from now on till the end of my life, and I’d never be angry. 
Then, too, Га take your advice for I know what a wise 
head you have.” 

“You might admit that I had good judgment about some 
others,” she said with a cautious smile, “but be slow to admit 
that I could be correct in my estimate of any failing of 
yours.” 

“Try me,” he dared her with a laugh. 
to-day to believe you are wise on all things.” 

"I wish you'd think so when I tell you what I mean,” Mrs. 
Tidwell said, thoughtfully. “Gilbert, I am still worrying 
about you." 

“About me?" he cried, “Oh! that is a revelation!” 

“You needn’t make fun," she said, seriously. “Gilbert, 
you don't know Laura as well as I do. You see, I've been 
close to her for years, and I have picked up things in the 
family that outsiders couldn't know. І understand her char- 
acter thoroughly. Gilbert, you are the only man who—the 
only man who ever began to pay her attention and stopped 
of his own accord." 

"You knew I stopped of my—my own accord?" he asked 
in surprise. 

"Yes, and I admired it in you more than I can tell you. 
I—I thought I knew the reason. It showed me that you 
were strong—the strongest man ever attracted by her beauty 
and ways. It seemed to me that you comprehended in time 
and when you stopped it was—well, it was the happiest day 
I had known.” 

“But I really don’t see where the advice is coming in,” 
Neal said, tentatively. 

“І knew you didn’t know her,” Mrs. Tidwell said earnestly, 
and she gave him her eyes steadily. “Gilbert, Laura has never 
gotten over the way you stopped visiting her. That thing 
has always rankled in her heart, and—and to-day, married 
though she is, she would move heaven and earth to see you 
at her feet. Gilbert, she'd run the risk of infuriating her 
husband, of being turned out of doors—she'd give up every- 
thing she has to see you wholly in her power. She can laugh 
and make light of all her old affairs, but once let anybody 
even barely mention your name and she turns to ice. Mind, 
I don't mean that she is in love with you. I—I (if I must 
say it) I don't think she is capable of truly loving any man; 
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LEARNING THINGS 
We are all іп the Apprentice Class. 


When a simple change of diet brings 
back health and happiness the story is 
briefly told. А lady of Springfield, Ill., 
says: 

“After being afflicted for years with 
nervousness and heart trouble, I received 
a shock four years ago that left me in 
such a condition that my life was de- 
spaired of. 

“І could get no relief from doctors nor 
from the numberless heart and nerve 
remedies I tried, because I didn't know 
that. coffee was daily putting me back 
more than the doctors could put me 
ahead. 

“Finally, at the request of a friend, I 
left off coffee and began the use of Pos- 
tum and against my convictions I grad- 
ually improved in health until for the 
past 6 or 8 months I have been entirely 
free from nervousness and those terrible 
sinking, weakening spells of heart trouble. 

*My troubles all came from the use of 
coffee which I had drunk from childhood, 
and yet they disappeared when I quit 
coffee and took up the use of Postum.” 

Many people marvel at the effects of 
leaving off coffee and drinking Postum, 
but there is nothing marvelous about it— 
only common sense. 

Coffee is а destroyer—Postum is a re- 
builder. That’s the reason. 

Look in pkgs. for the famous little 
book, “Тһе Road to Wellville." 


Ever read the above letter? А new 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
interest. 


Man 
Woman and 
Child 


that is guaranteed жд? to need darning, is the kind wives 
and mothers are buying nowadays. 
But, if you want wood looking, &ood-feeling and good- 
fitting as well as good wearing hosiery, you should buy 
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Buster Brown's 


Guaranteed Hosiery 
Read Our Four Guarantees Carefully 


а) New pair for any pair that wears through in heel 
or toe within four months. (Equivalent to six pairs 
guaranteed six months.) 

(2) Money back if you don't find Buster Brown's better 
quality of material and finer weave than any other 25c 
stockings. а 

(3) Money back if you don't find Buster Brown's softer, 
silkier and better looking than any other 25c stockings. 

(4) Money back if the dye hurts the feet or rots the fabric. 

These four guarantees protect you against every 

ssible cause of dissatisfactoin, so why not try a 
бох at once and rove their superiority? 

Buster Brown's Guaranteed Stockings are made in Black 
and Tan for Women and Children; Black, Tan, Navy 
Blue and Gray for Men—in allsizes.' They are sold 


FOUR PAIRS FOR $1.00 


by high-grade department stores and dealers. Ask your 
dealer to show themto you. If he hasn't them don'taccept 
inferior substitutes, but send us a dollar bill and 4 
dealer's name, stating whether for Boys, Girls, Men or 
Women and giving size (or size of shoe) and color desired, 
and we will send you a box of four pairs by return mail, 

st-paid. Write us for FREE copy of Buster's Latest 
Fanny Book. Address 

BUSTER BROWN’S HOSIERY MILLS, 
309-400 Sherman Ave., - Chattanooga, Tenn. 


“ELEGANCE AT MODERATE COST” 


Lycett’s 
ENGRAVED WEDDING INVITATIONS 


Lycett’s 
Visiting and. Announcement Cards 


Lycett’s Stamped Stationery 


Write for Samples to 


Lycett, Stationers 


ENGRAVERS TO SOCIETY, 
317 N. Charles St., 


BALTIMORE, MD. 


Darken Your Gray Hair 


DUBY’S HAIR COLORING HERBS 
restore gray, streaked or faded hair to its 
natural color, beauty and softness. Pre- 


DUBY’S 
HAIR 
HERBSI|: 


vents the hair from falling out, promotes 
ts growth, prevents dandruff, and gives 
the hair a soft, glossy and healthy ap- 
pearance, It will not stain the sealp,is not sticky с: dirty. 
and is composed of roots, herbs, barks and flowers. 
Р makes опе It will produce the most lux- 
uriant tresses from dry, coarse and wiry hair, and bring 
back the color it originally was before it turned gray. 


1 Li > f k tor $1.00. 
OZARK HERB CO., Desk A. Ві. Louis, Mo. 


Trolling for Tarpon 
at Nigh 


NE of the most 
fascinating feat- 
ures of tarpon 

fishing is the wide diver- 
gence in the size and weight of the fish, ranging, as the 
rod records show, from one and one-half to two hundred 
and thirteen pounds. The weight of the average fish is less 
than A tarpon six feet two inches in length, 
weighing one hundred and twenty pounds, is an unusual 
fish. The weights above this become rarer and rarer; yet 
a very small tarpon has strength to snap a twenty-one 
thread line if the dead strain is not relieved automatically. 
Its greater activity in some degree makes up for a lack 
in weight. 

Though no sport can boast a stronger excitement than is 
elicited by the dash of a tarpon carrying your good line like 
a thoroughbred, there are, nevertheless, additional sensa- 
tions aroused in night trolling for this great fish, Unknown 
size, often with a томіпр recognition of extreme strength, 
adds climax to thrilling climax. Тһе shadows lend speed 
to the rushing waters, where the passage of large fish may 
be followed by trails of phosphorous light. Mystery shrouds 
the dimly-defined shores, wreathed, where the waves break, 
in the ever-present phosphorous; and in the rough break- 
water, the king of big game fish rolls—at home. 

For some unknown reason the tarpon last season refused 
the hook at John’s Pass during the daytime. After sunset 
it was very different, and sportsmen’s blandishments coolly 
ignored in the early morning and late afternoon, were more 
favorably considered during the duskier hours. 

This whim on the part of the fish essentially changed 
the conditions of the sport. Where once a fisherman might 
troll the Pass morning and evening and sleep peacefully 
through Nature's usual time of rest, he must now reverse 
a few habits as regards sleep and digestion. With the in- 
coming tide in the early part of the night, or any time of 
the night the tide starts in, the tarpon begin to strike. Long 
strips of cut mullet or flounder make the best of bait. 

Possibly the first impressions gained of John's Pass by 
night are the best for narrative, since the continual repe- 
tition of an unusual experience is certain to dull the sensi- 
bilities in some degree. А first experience, therefore, is 
offered. 

The Meares'* comfortable schooner was anchored inside 
the Pass, on the edge of the bar where the north and south 
channels divide. At sundown my boatman announced that 
the tide had started in, and as all preparations had been 
previously made, including extra mounted hooks, leads, еіс, 
we hurriedly embarked in the dingy. Soon 
we were at the outer mouth of the Pass 
where already the green water was chang- 
ing to a deeper hue in the fading light. 
The guide carefully selected our anchor- 
age in the swash channel just a little back 
from the north point, after which the 
anchor went over the side with a buoy to 
mark the spot. Then we proceeded to 
troll the waters for half a mile back and 
forth, until such time as the tide should 
gain strength to maintain the lure near 
the surface. We would then row to our 
anchorage and continue the troll without 
wearing away the strength of the boatman 
in a useless fight against the current. 

The guide waited a trifle too long, how- 


seventy. 


*Professional tarpon guides, furnishing a 
roomy schooner, boatman and experience 
as to the fishing grounds at John’s Pass. 


By EUGENE LOVICK PEARCE 


ever, and it was only with 
extreme effort that he 
finally grasped the buoy 
and dropped it in the 
boat. Тһе moon had not yet risen. Тһе stars were out in 
myriads, shedding a mellow half-light over the agitated 
waters of the Pass. The tide was racing, black and broken. 
Gusts of wind and adverse currents stirred up a choppy 
sea, and every wave was bonneted with its own white crest 
of foam. 
of the elements to make an alert tarpon fisher of any novice, 
and personally, I felt neither careless nor slumberous. 
Somewhere in the rough break-water eighty feet down the 
swash where the main channel carries its deeper flow, my 
baited hook was swirling in the tideway, but just at the 
moment I was torn by conflicting emotions. I could not 
decide whether it were preferable to attach a tarpon, loose 
the buoy and go rushing into that mad break-water in pur- 
suit or retreat, or remain securely at our quieter anchorage 
and preserve the present anticipation. It was a question 
which remained undecided. : 

I felt, however, the urgent necessity of conversation, and 
as an opening wedge, asked the guide if he considered the 
tarpon the fastest fish in these waters. We had some dis- 
cussion on this point. I remember telling him that the 
United States Fish Commission placed the speed of the 
tarpon at ninety miles an hour, and the porpoise at fifty- 
five. Being pressed, the guide admitted that ninety miles 
an hour was rather a high rate of speed for a fish. 

*Very few birds can do that figure," my inexperience 
ventured boldly. *I hardly see how a tarpon can overcome 
the pressure of water where a bird cannot ignore the 
slighter friction of air." 

At this moment, something gave my line a tremendous 
tug. “Throw it into him," called the guide, and obeying 
ihe commanding suggestion, I yanked hard. The result 
was almost immediate. There was a slight slackening of 
the line, followed by a quiver from end to end as I raised 
the point of the rod to maintain the tension; at the same 
instant, I saw a white cloud of spray break in the swash. 
Тһе reel sung out lustily as the fish made down the swash 
toward the deeper water. In a second there was another 
break of spray as it leaped again. Then possibly two or 
three seconds elapsed, when suddenly, to the right, forty 
yards up the heavy tideway carrying one hundred and 
fifty feet of line against the current, the tarpon cleared 
the water, as the white spray told me, fell and leaped again, 
—when I felt along my line the tremor occasioned by its 


tremendous effort to free itself. 'The last | 
shake had accomplished the intended re- | 


sult, and I soon reeled in the bare hook. 
The fish was gone; also my desire to 
speculate on the speed of the most intense 
of all game fish. Тһове leaps up the tide- 
way, seemingly with a splendid disregard 


current, made arbitrary speed figures seem 
like measuring the force of genius in 


boatman's opinion that “а tarpon can 
travel fast enough to interest any man 
that ever let out a line." 

An hour passed. Then I got another 
tug. The reel hummed. І attempted to 
check the fish, but he refused to turn read- 


of line. But there was no jump. “Shark,” 
said the guide laconically, after watching 
the antics of my antagonist for two or 


There was, in fact, sufficient movement and sound | 


of time, distance and the obstacle of a stiff | 


pounds. I am ready to subscribe to the 


ily, and out went a hundred and fifty feet | 
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"National 


Made - to - Measure 
Silk Suits, Ready-Made 
Lingerie Dresses, Tub 
Suits, all the New 
Waists and Skirts— 
everything new in 
Summer wear for La- 
dies, Misses and Chil- 
dren—all are shown in 
your FREE copy of the 
" NATIONAL? Summer 
Style Book. 

We want YOU to 
write for your copy of 
the "NATIONAL" Style 
Book to-day. We want 
you to realize just 
how great a benefit 
the * NATIONAL" will 
be to you—how much 
satisfaction and economy and real pleasure there 
will be to YOU in wearing '" NATIONAL" clothes 
May we expect to hear from you? 


Tailored Suits 
Made-to-Measure 57-50 " 53 5 peres 


New York Styles repaid 


In addition to all New York's desirable New Styles 
in Summer Ready-Made Apparel Your “NATIONAL” 
Style Book will show you the famous new fashion plates 
of “NATIONAL” Made-to-Measure Tailored Suits in 
silks and other light weight fabrics delightfully cool for 
Summer wear. And each of these will be cut to your order 
out of your choice of our 400 materials, and we take all the 
risk ой fitting you and pleasing you perfectly. 


The “NATIONAL?” Policy 


Each "NATIONAL" Garment has the “NATIONAL 
GUARANTEE TAG” attached, This is our signed guar- 
antee which says: “ Your money back if you ask for it,” 


We prepay postage or express charges on all 
“NATIONAL” garments anywhere in the United States, 

Won't you write to-day for your “ NATIONAL” Style 
Book and Samples, which we will send you free ? 


NATIONAL CLOAK & SUIT CO. 


235 West 24th Street, New York City 
Largest Ladies’ Outfitting Establishment in the World 
Mail Orders Only No Agents or Branch Stores 


Jigntnin$ 
Teezer 


Wholesome ice cream for 
the little folks. Dainty des- 
serts for the dinner. Easily 
and quickly made, in a 
Lightning Freezer; and 
distinctly superior quality. 


The Lightning 
Automatic 
TwinScrapers 
make smooth- 
est 
cream 
with least 
turning. Save 
ice and salt, 
too. 


Insist on the Lightning Freezer. 


Write for “Frozen Sweets,” a book of Mrs. S.T. 
Rorer’s recipes foricecreams and other frozen des- 
serts, and showing by photographs the Lightning 
Freezer easy way of quickly making ice cream. 


NORTH BROTHERS МЕС. CO., Philadelphia 


should look for 
the heart trade- 
mark on the gore 

in both sides of 
the slipper or shoe. 
Why? Because 


HUB GORE FABRIC 


is not only conducive to comfort and con- 
venience, but is guaranteed to outwear the 
shoe or we replace it ffee of charge. 

Write to-day for our guarantee certificate. 


HUB GORE MAKERS f 
BOSTON, MASS. 


three minutes. Finally the 
shark came to the side of the 
boat. It was too large to 
make sharing the dingy seem 
а prudent thing to do, so the 
line was cut close up and the 
ugly fish went on his way. 

Finally, when I had grown 
tired and almost sleepy in 
spite of my unusual surround- 
ings, there came another sharp 
tug at the line, followed im- 
mediately by the spray cloud. 
At the third leap the line still 
held taut and the boatman 
curned loose from out moor- 
ings. The dingy braced up 
against the current and we worked over toward the main 
channel. Mistaking the intention of the fish, I thought to 
reel in a little of my lost line, but just as my index finger 
touched the reel crank, the line went out with a hum, and 
the handle caught that luckless finger with sufficient force to 
disable it for that night and the two or three following. 
The fish rushed across the Pass, and by the time I was 
certain it intended to take a breather, most of my line had 
passed through the guides. Тһе tarpon, however, was in- 
duced to come back part of the way quite amiably. When 
I had returned half my line, there was another rush, not 
so hard as the other. 

At the end of this run, the fish leaped again. To my 
decided discomfiture, I found that I could not take in 
my line, nor would it go out readily. Something was wrong. 
The lantern held against the reel gave no clue, and this 
was an inopportune time for reel repairs. 

I discovered that by *pumping" and grinding hard, I 
could take in line inch at a time. Тһе damaged finger was 
slightly in the way, but some progress was made. At the 
same time, the boatman worked the dingy: slowly toward 
the north shore—at this time we were well within the Pass. 
Once upon the shore, I felt somewhat assured, as I could 
take in the fish simply by retreating inland, while the ad- 
vantage I gained step by step could be utilized, if neces- 
sary, in giving way before a sudden rush. This latter ad- 
vantage was not required. Тһе tarpon came in tamely and 
was gaffed within three minutes of the time 
I stepped ashore. 

Naturally viewing my fatigue and slightly 
battered condition in the light of evidence, I 
decided that my first tarpon had made a 
noble effort, but the guide was decidedly dis- 
gusted. I was informed that the fish had 
“come in like a sluggardy trout". А closer 
examination of the reel developed a broken 
screw in one of the base bars, permitting the 
bar, under pressure of the taut line, to jam 
itself against the side of the revolving spin- 
dle. This tarpon weighed fifty pounds and 
was in length one-half inch less than five feet. 

A week had passed since I had caught my 
first tarpon. І had several to my credit, 
after losing a great many more than I landed; 
for the tarpon has a mouth so hard in heavy 
bone that there are few vulnerable spots where a hook 
may be lodged securely. "Three times in four the fish will 
shake out the hook on its first two leaps. If held past the 
third, the fisherman's chances brighten perceptibly. 

We were anchored in the swash on this, the eighth night. 
It was some three-quarters of an hour before the moon 
would rise, but already the tide was running strong. With- 
out preamble, my rod bent sharply, while at the same 
instant I gripped the butt and yanked hard. "There was a 
great burst of spray as the fish went up. It made a single 
leap, then rushed across and up the tideway toward the 
Gulf. Ав the fish was taking the line rapidly and all the 
pressure advisable was not discouraging its run in the 
least, we turned loose the buoy hurriedly and followed as 
fast as the tide would permit. At last, with probably 
seventy-five feet of line remaining, we turned the fish down 
the current and got above in the tideway. Then of a sud- 
den, it changed its tactics and decided to follow. Out to- 
ward the Gulf we were permitted to lead it, docile as a 
lamb. I reeled in all the line I cared to accept. Тһе fish 
was within a hundred feet of the boat and still came on 
slowly. As I did not desire its nearer presence, owing to 
those sudden rushes and flirts which will often break a 
short line, we shied off, made a wide circuit and headed 
down the Pass, going as fast as tide and oars would carry 
us. Still the tarpon followed. Just what impelled its pres- 
ent plan of battle, I am, of course, unable to say, but cer- 
tainly it seems to me in the light of after action that the 
fish was displaying a magnifi- 
cent repression of the panlc 
of fear which usually seizes 
the tarpon. Well, within the 
Pass, the enemy forced us to 
another turn, when the boat- 
man again breasted the cur- 


rent. 
“We ате compelled to 
keep away," he explained. 


“This is a big fish we have on; 
the kind that always makes 
trouble." 

And as he spoke the strain 
on the rod suddenly tripled. 
The fish was away for a hard 
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run. At the end of it, I felt the line quiver and far below 
us in the tide a white burst of spray evidenced the tarpon's 
second leap after twenty minutes on the line. Truly this | 
fish was possessed of self-restraint as well as strength. The | 
leaps tell more of fear than calculation, and rapidly wear 
away the endurance of the fish. 

Watching the visible end of that taut line, my antagonist 
assumed a personality. Ап instinct told me he was pre- 
pared to fight coolly and courageously, pitting his strength 
against mine. 

A second rush was checked only after the boatman had 
backed up some two hundred feet to permit me to recover 
part of my rapidly disappearing line. 

At this point the fish went to the bottom, where he sulked 
and forced me to “pump” him in foot at a time. When I 
had returned about as much line as I dared, he turned, and 
with a short, sharp run, apparently nullified the labor of 
several minutes. 

The process of reeling him in was repeated, only to | 
be made of no effect by his determined rush across the 
Pass. For the third and fourth time I worked him in. 

By this time the fisherman was feeling the strain, end 
the boatman, who had been forced to row up the tide to 
keep the fish below, was also fatigued. In my opinion it | 
was at least time that tarpon should be tired, and as he | 
sullenly gave ground and came slowly toward the boat, I| 
decided that he was ripe for beaching. 

He had a full hundred and fifty feet of line when the | 
boat grounded. 

Неге my real troubles began. With the under side of | 
the boat-cushion as a brace for the butt of the rod, the work 
in the boat had been fairly endurable; now, notwithstanding 
the raw-hide socket strapped to my waist, the strain became 
intense. Well back on the shore, I pumped and reeled him 
gradually, while the boatman waited with the gaff. The 
moon began to show, and by its light, the gaffsman was 
able to note the direction of the straightened line. After 
several minutes of silent fighting, the plume of the tarpon’s 
back fin was visible on the edge of the deep water twenty 
feet from the shore. At the same time the reel sang out 
with the ringing whirr of a rattlesnake’s defy. 

Then in the hallow of the moon’s full light, a mag-| 
nificent tarpon rose, shook himself with the energy of de- 
spair and fell back heavily into the deep waters of the 
Pass. Twice more he leaped, and each time 
it seemed that he would shake the very scales 
from his body. The guide shouted to me to 
pump him hard as the three successive jumps 
had taken his strength. 

For the second time I brought him in, foot 
by foot. As before, he could not be led into 
the shallow water, and again he went a hun- 
dred feet back into the current. As he came 
in for the third time, the guide in his eager- 
ness would have waded waist-deep to meet 
the great fish, but I was fishing by the rules 
of the Sportsman’s Club. “One man to one 
fish,” I called. “I must bring him to the 
beach.” 

My belated sense of fair play was un- 
necessary, however. The fish did not come 
into that waist-deep water. In one fine, de- 
termined effort, he made back toward the center of the 
current. 

Once again he leaped full in the rim of the moon 
and shook his splendid head, but the hook remained fast 
and he jumped no more. With a courage and strength 
I did not dream he still possessed, he continued his rush 
across and up the Pass. 

Now I began to grow anxious and exerting every pound 
of force I had, I pressed hard on the line with both hands, 
giving it all the strain I dared. Yet the reel continued 
to click, while with rod tip well elevated, I watched the 
steadily diminishing line. It was almost’ gone. Five hun- 
dred and fifty feet of it was in the Pass. I gripped with 
my last ounce of reserve and retreated slowly toward 
the shore, 

Fatigue had almost reached the point of exhaustion. 
Then came a last effort of the will to increase the friction 
on the line regardless of consequences. Probably not one 
fraction of pressure was added, but suddenly, with only a 
few feet on the spindle, the taut line slackened. The rod 
tip came up erect and true. 

Wearily and yet rapidly I worked the reel, believing that 
the fish had changed his tactics and was coming directly 
toward me; but long before the hook lay on the beach I 
knew that the quarry had fought his way to liberty. 

I knelt on the shore and examined the hook and snell, 
line, reel and rod. The tackle had held; no fault there. The 
fisherman had been able to maintain the stiff angle of his 
rod through the long fight. That was a source of faint sat- 
isfaction. 

The boatman had done his part, and never for an in- 
stant had there been a foot of slack line at leap or 
run until the fish on a straight pull at last wore through 
the flesh fibers that held him. 

I was not greatly disappointed in his escape. Some- 
where in the Pass, indomitable and game to the heart, a 
tarpon king lay on the cool bottom and rested after his 
great battle; and though I cannot in conscience ask fisher- 
men to believe the statement, I would rather have hooked 
and lost such a fish, than beached a number of less deter- 
mined fighters. 

It would, of course, be absurd to hazard a guess as to the 
size of this fish. Certainly it was an unusual tarpon, in 
strength and courage. 


FOOD FACTS 
What an M. D. Learned. 


A prominent Georgia physician went 
through a food experience which he 
makes public: 

“It was my own experience that first 
led me to advocate Grape-Nuts food and 
I also know, from having prescribed it to 
convalescents and other weak patients, 
that the food is a wonderful rebuilder 
and restorer of nerve and brain tissue, as 
well as muscle. It improves the diges- 
tion and sick patients always gain just as 
I did in strength and weight very rapidly. 

“I was in such a low state that I had 
to give up my work entirely, and went 
to the mountains of this state, but two 
months there did not improve me; in 
fact, I was not quite as well as when I 
left home. 

“My food did not sustain me and it 
became plain that I must change. Then 
I began to use Grape-Nuts food and in 
two weeks I could walk a mile without 
fatigue, and in five weeks returned to 
my home and practice, taking up hard 
work again. Since that time I have felt 
as well and strong as I ever did in 
my life. 

“As a physician who seeks to help all 
sufferers, I consider it a duty to make 
these facts public.” 

Trial 10 days on Grape-Nuts, when the 
regular food does not seem to sustain the 
body, will work miracles. 

“There’s a Reason.” 

Look in pkgs. for the famous little 
book, “Тһе Road to Wellville." 


Ever read the above letter? А new 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
interest. 


Drop us a card and we will put you on 
to something with which you can turn 
our neighbor green with envy by catch- 
ing dead loads of them in streams where 
he has become disgusted trying to catch 
them the old fashioned way. It’s some- 
thing new and cheap. It catches at all 
seasons—something no other tackle will 
do. It will tickle you to see it catch house 
and musk rats. Illustrated catalogue of 
prices and testimonials for the asking. 
We are sole manufacturers of the celebrated 
Double Muzzle Wire Fish Baskets. Our sale 


covers over 20 states. We pay the freight 
on one dozen or more nets. 


EUREKA FISH NET CÔ., exter е. 
з BE A SALESMAN 


Salesmen earn the biggest salaries of 
any class of men in the world. From 
$1000 to $10,000 a year and expenses. Over 
500,000 employed in the United States 
and Canada. We will teach you to be 
one by mail in 8 weeks and through our 
FREE EMPLOYMENT BUREAU 
assist you to secure a position with a reliable 
firm. We have placed hundreds of our Graduates 
in good positions and always have scores of good 
openings. If you are ambitious and want to en- 
ter the easiest, best paid, most pleasant occu- 
pation in the world, write for our free 

"А Knight of the Grip.’ Address nearest office. 
Dept.100 National Salesman’s Training Association 
Chicago New York San Francisco 

Kansas City Minneapolis 


Rider Agents Wanted 


с е іп еа own to ride and exhibit sample 
ж Ы... OS model. wa gg Special Offer. 


Finest Guaranteed 4 
1909 Models o 
32 Pa Gece aoe = Puncture-Proof tires. 
odels 
all of best makes $7 fo $12 
500 Second-Hand Wheels 
MARES ам. models, 
ЮНИ good as пето............ $3 fo $8 
OR dy og Clearin palo 
WwW n ОМАР withouta 
cout лел раў reg tm and allow 
TEN DAYS’ FREE TRIAL. 
Tires, coaster-brakes, parts, re- 
pairs and sundries, halfusual prices. Do not 
buy till you get our catalogs and offer. Write now. 
XCLE CO., Dept. W14 Chicago 


20 different Designs 


J Can ship immediately in any quantity. Need 

No Boathouse. Never Leak, Rust, Check, 

- Crack от Rot. Every boat has water tight com- 

Giese partment, so cannot sink. Write for FREE Illus- 
I trated Catalog and Special Prices. 


/ MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT CO. 272 BELLVUE AVE., DETROIT, MICH 


NNANTS 
20c 


Factory to you—size 9x18—1 to 4 

ШІ letters or figures—either style— 

= and 2 colors—$1.80 doz.—sample 
20 cents—postage 2c—Agents wanted. 


PARK PENNANT CO., 1320 Dauphin St., Phila., Ра, 


Fish Will Bite wolves ў 


season if you use MAGIC-FISH-LURE. B 

fish bait ever discovered, Keeps you busy 

НАЕ is ZA 25, г... Eee 
x е r ce it. 

J.F. GREGORY, Dept. 11, St. Louis, МО 


=| 7 YPEWRITERS ак 


"Visible Writers or otherwise. Olivers, Reming- 
tons, Smiths, etc. Shipped Anywhere for Free 
Trial, or Rented, allowing Rent to Apply. Priees 
815 Up. First class Machines /res from 
Mfrs. Write for Illustrated Catalog 30. Your 
opportunity. Typewriter Emporium, (Est.1892)92-94 Lake St.,Chieago 
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450-PAGE SPRING and SUMMER 
CATALOGUE is now being sent 
into thousands of homes throughout 
the United States. WRITE TO- 
DAY and one will be sent to you 
FREE OF CHARGE. It contains 
Illustrations of practically every- 
thing worn by men, women and 
children, and everything a home 
should have. 


When you order from MACY'S 
CATALOGUE, you receive exactly 
the same goods that are displayed in 
our store for the benefit of the most 
critical trade in the world, and you 
enjoy the advantages of our small 
profit system, which is possible be- 
cause of the STRICTLY CASH 
BASIS on which we operate, and 
the fact that we ourselves manufac- 
ture much of the merchandise we 
sell, doing away with all agents' and 
jobbers' profits. 


No. 949 
$1.29 | 


Postage 


NO. 949—Waist of white Batiste, Dutch neck of 
white embroidery insertion finished below with 
clusters of tucks and one row of embroidered inser- 
tion, inserted with Imitation Cluny lace and edging 
апі X length sleeves with one row of embroidery 
and lace edging, three clusters of tucks on each side, 
lace insertion and edging on cuff, lace inser- $1 29 
tion on shoulder straps to match 7%. е 


Add lic for postage 


Our 450-page Spring Fashion Book and 
Household Catalogue— just out—will be 
sent to you free upon request. 


Send for FREE samples of our made-to-measure 
Spring Suits. Write for them to-day. 


Address Dept. 315 


R. H. MACY & COMPANY 
Broadway and 6th Avenue 
34th to 35th Street NEW YORK 


The Most 


Comfortable Shoes 


for WOMEN’S WEAR 
are juliet's, Oxfords, and 
Old Ladies’ Balmorals 


with 
Pneumatic 


Cushion Rubber 
Heels Attached 


Look for this 
Trade 
Mark 

and avoid 
Substitutes 


This Rubber Heel has an air chamber next to 
the heal seat, making a Pneumatic Cushion of 
the heel. Asuction chamber to walk upon, 
making it the only Rubber Heel that Will Not 
Slip on Wet or Polished Surfaces. 


YOUR DEALER HAS THEM 


If not, write us, send his name and we will make 
it easy for you to get them. 


Pneumatic Cushion Rubber Heel Co. 
19 Lincoln Street, BOSTON, MASS. 


OLLEGE=SCHOO 
SOCIETY-«-LODGE. 


Factory to you, Madeto 
Read th 
eled in 
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(Concluded from Page 9) 


the understanding that he could revert to law at the end of the year if he still 
inclined to that profession. But after one year in the office of his preceptor, Dr. 
Grant, of Danielsville, he found himself thoroughly in love with medicine. He 
then went to Lexington, Ky., and entered the medical department of the Tran- 
sylvania University. But after one season there he decided to complete his 
medical studies in Philadelphia, and so entered the medical department of 
the University of Pennsylvania for the remainder of his course. He grad- 
uated from this institution in 1839. It should be borne in mind that he had 
to make the major part of his journeys from Georgia to these northernly 
points on horse-back. This speaks well for his ideals and determination. Не 
put forth unusual effort to get the best available preparation for his work; 
for there were schools much nearer home, requiring shorter courses. And this 
is not all. He went to New York immediately after graduation and entered 
а hospital service—the most important element in the education of a physician, 
though hundreds of graduates down to the present day do not avail them- 
selves of it. 

Не set up in practice at Jefferson, ба., a town near his old home. Here 
he made the discovery. His first experiments were considered uncanny and 
he was threatened by the community more than once. Unlike Morton, he 
made no secret of the matter, but told every physician he met about it, and 
had several physicians and students present by invitation to see his experi- 
ments. And as a practical outcome Dr. Joseph B. Carlton of Athens, Ga., 
extracted a tooth under ether in November, 1844—two years before Morton 
began the use of ether, and one month before Wells first tried gas. 


Dramatic Death of Dr. Long 


Dr. Long postponed publishing his discovery in scientific journals for 
good reasons. He was waiting for more extended application of it before 
going into print Не was not a man to rush into print. Не published his 
work to his neighboring physicians just as Morton and Jackson did, but 
Morton's and Jackson's circle was wider than his and the news traveled faster. 
As Sir James Paget puts it, “the fault was one of position rather than of 
neglect.^ In 1850 Dr. Long left Jefferson and moved to Atlanta, the Atlanta 
house in which he lived is still standing (1909) on the corner of Peachtree and 
Luckie streets, opposite the city's principal hotel. 

In 1851, however, he moved to Athens, Ga., where he practiced throughout 
the remainder of his life. During the war he was in charge of an army hos- 
pital at Athens, having been detailed by the Governor for this service. Later 
he was commissioned also a medical officer of the United States army. 

Comes now the dramatic close of a great career. 

More or less impoverished by the ravages of war, Crawford W. Long 
stuck to the exacting strain of a wide general practice literally to the last 
minute of his life. Ву this dauntless adherence to duty he recovered his 
shattered fortunes and left his family in comfortable circumstances—notwith- 
standing a current notion to the contrary. 

Thus it was the night of June the 6th, 1879, found him still in harness. On 
this particular evening he sent word home that he would not reach there for 
the evening meal, as he was obliged to attend a patient in confinement; and 
that it might be late before he could return. Therefore, his youngest daughter, 
retired without awaiting his return. 

She had not slept long, however, before she had a dream in which she saw 
her father stretched upon a couch in death. Тһе vision so disturbed her that 
she awoke in great agitation. Апа while her sisters were still attempting to 
quiet her, there came a rap at the casement of a French window leading onto 
the veranda. Such tapping at this window was a common signal employed 
by neighbors who came for the doctor at night. But somehow the family 
felt a premonition of evil in the second of that light rap; and they opened 
the window in a state of alarm which was scarcely greater when a breathless 
messenger told them that the father lay dead on a couch at the patient's house, 
just as his daughter had seen him in the dream. 

*Death in June" was a favorite poem with Dr. Long and he had said that 
he hoped to pass away in that month. His wish was granted. While usbering a 
new life into the world, he fell at the bedside stricken with heart-failure and 
lost his own. When those present rushed to him, he instructed them to admin- 
ister strychnine to himself; when he rallied, he gave instructions for the com- 
fort of the mother and the child, and his last words before he lost conscious- 
ness were directions for the relief of his patient. 

So died Dr. Crawford Williamson Long—as nobly as he had lived. 


BASKET PUZZLES TRAFFIC MEN 


HE traffic officials of the Northwestern Pacific are much perplexed over 

а basket that they have been requested to receive for shipment from 

Ukiah to Brooklyn, N. Y., says the San Francisco Chronicle. It is said to be 

the largest basket in the world, and this must be true, for there is some doubt 
whether it will pass through the tunnels of the Sierra. 

The basket is of Indian manufacture and was designed as a storehouse for 
grain. It is shaped like the usual bushel measure, is mounted on poles to make 
it inaccessible to rodents and has.a huge basketwork cover. It is wider than 
the door of an ordinary box car, yet it could not be shipped on a flat car, 
as it would be liable to destruction from the sparks of a locomotive. 

The contrivance was purchased from the Indians by Dr. J. W. Hudson of 
Ukiah and by him sold to the Brooklyn Institute of Arts and Sciences, to be 
| installed in its museum. The doctor paid only $25.00 for the basket, but it is 
| likely to be worth a fortune before it reaches the Atlantic coast. 

Taking it for granted that the basket can be moved at all by rail, the 
tariff officials are searching the classification sheets to determine under what 
rate the shipment would move. 

Some claim the basket is merely a basket, while others contend that it 
should move under the classification that includes *parts of grain elevators." 
Traffic Manager Geary is of the opinion that the thing is a corn crib and 
should be so billed. In any event, it is too large to get in any ordinary box 
car and must, therefore, take a minimum weight of 5,000 pounds, although it 
weighs only 200 pounds. 

Under this interpretation of the tariff it would cost $175.00 to move the 
granary to Brooklyn. 
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Any lamp, kitchen or parlor, 
looks better and gives better 
light, if fitted with a MACBETH 
lamp-chimney. 

My chimneys fit; that means 
no smoke or smudge, no flick- 
ering flames. 

My chimneys are made of 
glass that won't break from 
heat; that is clear as crystal. 
My name is on every one. 


My guide, sent free, shows which is the 
right chimney for each lamp. 


MACBETH, Pittsburgh 


A Housekeeping д 


Necessity 


Pure Refined Paraffine 
serves a useful purpose 
almost every day. 

Add a little (melted) to Mon- 
day's wash water and wash 
easter — mix a little into hot 
starch and have better- 
looking linens. 


Pure Refined 


PARAFFINE 


gives a durable pol- 
ish to wood floors, 
and when preserving 
time comes it's the \ 
best air-tight seal 
for fruit jars and 
jelly glasses. 

Write for a Paraf- 
fine Paper Pad for 
use on ironing day— 
keeps sad-irons from 
sticking. 


STANDARD OIL, C0. 3 


(Incorporated) 


you need not be an- 
noyed by a rusty or 
neglected stove, when 


you know what you 
can do with our Sun 
Paste Stove Polish, 
put up ready-mixed for 
use with a wet cloth, 
instantly polished with 
a dry cloth. 


It is the quickest Stove 
Polish known, and gives 
that mirror-smooth, jet-black 
luster so much appreciated 
by the tidy housekeeper. You 

don't have to dread the job of 
putting it on, either—it is ab. 
solutely dustless. 
Ask your grocer for it 
MORSE BROS., Proprietors 
Canton, Mass., U, S. А, 


se Does:Your:Granite:Dish:; 
ШШ”... бг. Hot Water Bag:Leak:? 


st MENDETS 


They mend all leaks in all utensils—tin 
brass. copper, graniteware, hot water bags 
etc. No solder, cement or rivet. Any one 

can use them; fit any surface; two million 
in use. Send for сабе kg.10c. Complete 
pos : ta ^ 


kg. assorted sizes, 25c wan 
ollette Mfg. Co., Box 513 Amsterdam, NY. 


_Print Your Own 


Cards, circulars, book, newspaper. 
Larger $18. Save money. Print for others, big 
profit. All easy, rules sent, Write factory for 
press catalog, type, paper, etc. 

THE PRESS CO. Meriden, Connecticut 
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Synopsis of Previous Chapters 


While on a San Francisco ferry-boat, Martin Eden, a strap- 
ping young sailor, saves Arthur Morse from an attack by hood- 
lums. Morse, several days later, takes Eden home with him to 


dinner. In the Oakland 


mansion the sailor meets 
Picture by 


Ruth, young Morse’s sis- 
ter. Martin is uneducated 
and unambitious, but after 
meeting his friend's sister 
he determines to acquire 
knowledge and win to her 
plane іп life. Although 
repelled by his uncouth- 
ness, Ruth is strangely at- 
tracted by Martin, and she 
encourages him in his desire to learn. She lends him volumes of Browning 
and Swinburne, and Martin frequents the free library in his search for books 
that will give him knowledge. He spends his days and nights in reading. 
He undergoes a sort of moral revolution.  Ruth's cleanness and purity react 
upon him and he feels in his being a growing need to be clean. Не washes 
his teeth, polishes -his nails, and presses creases in his trousers. Не still 
smokes, but drinks no more. One night, from the second balcony of a theater, 
he sees Ruth in the orchestra circle, and, indifferent to the play, he feasts 
his eyes upon her. While lingering at the entrance, hoping to catch another 
glimpse of his idol, two girls of his own class boldly scrape acquaintance with 
him. Their tawdriness and lack of all that he loves in Ruth, affects him with 
a spiritual nausea. Не calls on Ruth again and she notes the difference іп 
him. He tells her his ambition to get knowledge—‘‘to make his way to the 
kind of life you have in this house’’—and asks her to help him. She catches 
the impression of power in the very groping of his mind, and advises him to 


go to school; to study grammar. Martin's money gives out, and he joins a ' 


treasure-seeking expedition to the South Seas in order to get the wherewithal 
to pursue his studies at home; he boards with a married sister, wife of a 
miserly grocer. Оп the voyage he devotes all his spare time to his text-books 
and becomes conscious of the strides he is making in gaining knowledge. 
Returning home, he decides to become an author, and immediately writes 
several stories which he sends to well-known publications. Не does not call 
upon Ruth until he has finished this work. Не tells her of his new ambition. 


CHAPTER IX (Concluded) 


MUT would you advise?" he asked. “Апа don't for- 
get that I feel in me this capacity to write—I can't 
explain it; I just know that it is in me." 

"You must get a thorough education," was the answer, 
"whether or not you ultimately become a writer. This edu- 
cation is indispensable for whatever career you select, and 
it must not be slipshod or sketchy. You should go to 
high school." 

"Yes—" he began; but she interrupted with an after- 
thought: 

"Of course, you could go on with your writing, too." 

"I would have to," he said, grimly. 

“Why?” She looked at him, prettily puzzled, for she did 
not quite like the persistence with which he clung to 
his notion. 

"Because, without writing there wouldn't be any high 
School І must live, and buy books and clothes, you know." 

"Pd forgotten that," she laughed. “Why weren't you 
born with an income?" 

"Pd rather have good health and imagination," he an- 
swered. “І can make good on the income, but the other 
things have to be made good for—" He almost said *you", 
then amended his sentence to, *have to be made good 
for one." 

“Don’t say ‘make goog’, she cried, sweetly petulant. 
“It’s slang, and it’s horrid.” 

He flushed, and stammered, “That’s right, and I only 
wish you’d correct me every time.” 

“1—Га like to," she said, haltingly. “You have so much 
in you that is good that I want to see you perfect.” 

He was clay in her hands immediately, as passionately 
desirous of being molded by her as she was desirous of 
shaping him into the image of her ideal of man. And when 
she pointed out. the opportuneness of the time, that the 
entrance examinations to high school began on the following 
Monday, he promptly volunteered that he would take them. 

Then she played and sang to him, while he gazed with 
hungry yearning at her, drinking in her loveliness and mar- 
veling that there should not be a hundred suitors listening 
there and longing for her as he listened and longed. 


CHAPTER X 


H” stopped to dinner that evening, and, much to Ruth’s 
satisfaction, made a favorable impression on her 
father. They talked about the sea as a career, a subject 
which Martin had at his finger-ends, and Mr. Merse re- 
marked afterward that he seemed a very clear-headed young 
man. In his avoidance of slang and his search after right 
words, Martin was compelled to talk slowly, which enabled 
him to find the best thoughts that were in-him. He was 
more at ease than that first night at dinner nearly a year 
before, and his shyness and modesty even commended him 
to Mrs. Morse, who was pleased at his manifest improvement. 

“He is the first man that ever drew passing notice from 
Ruth,” she told her husband. “She has been so singularly 
backward where men are concerned that I have been wor- 
ried greatly.” 

Mr. Morse looked at his wife curiously. 

“You mean to use this young sailor to wake her up?” 
he questioned. 

“I mean that she is not to die an old maid if I can help 
it," was the answer. “If this young Eden can arouse her 
interest in mankind in general, it will be a good thing.” 

“A very good thing,’ he commented. “But suppose— 
and we must suppose, sometimes, my dear,—suppose he 
arouses her interest too particularly in him?” 

"Impossible," Mrs, Morse laughed. “She is three years 
older than he, and, besides, it is impossible, Nothing will 
ever come of it. Trust that to me." 

And so Martin's role was arranged for him, while he, 
led on by Arthur and Norman, was medi- 
tating an extravagance. They were going 
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MARTIN EDEN 


his decision; апа! 
when he said good 


ROBERT EDWARDS 


out for a ride into the hills Sunday morning on 
their wheels, which did not interest Martin until 
he learned that Ruth, too, rode a wheel, but if 
Ruth rode, it was up 
to him to begin, was 


night, he stopped in 
at a cyclery on his 
way home and spent 
forty dollars for a 
wheel. It was more than a month's hard-earned wages, and 
it reduced his stock of money amazingly; but when he added 
the hundred dollars he was to receive from the Examiner to 
the four hundred and twenty dollars that was the least the 
Youth's Companion could pay him, he felt that he had re- 
duced the perplexity the unwonted amount of money had 
caused him, Nor did he mind, in the course of learning to 
ride the wheel home, the fact that he ruined his suit of 
clothes. He caught the tailor by telephone that night from 
Mr. Higginbotham's store and ordered another suit. 'Then 
he carried the wheel up the narrow stairway that clung 
like a fire-escape to the rear wall of the building, and when 
he had moved his bed out from the wall, found there was 
just space enough in the small room for himself and the wheel. 

Sunday he had intended to devote to studying for the 
high school examination, but the pearl-diving article lured 
him away, and he spent the day in the white-hot fever of 
re-creating the beauty and romance that burned in him. Тһе 
fact that the Examiner of that morning had failed to pub- 
lish his treasure-hunting article did not dash his spirits. 

On Monday morning he took the car down to Oakland to 
the high school. And when, days later, he applied for the 
results of his examinations, he learned that he had failed 
in everything save grammar. 


Martin was so deeply affected by his failure, though he 
was surprised at Ruth's shocked expression. Her disap- 
pointment was so evident that he was sorry he had failed, 
but chiefly so for her sake. 

:*You see I was right," she said. “You know far more 
than any of the students entering high school, and yet you 
can't pass the examination. It is because what education 
you have is fragmentary, sketchy. You need the discipline 
of study, such as only skilled teachers can give you." 

He was silent for a minute, casting about for the least 
vainglorious way in which to express himself. ы 

“Please don't think I’m bragging,” he began. “І don't 
intend it that way at all. But I have a feeling that I am 
what I may call a natural student. I can study by myself. 
I take to it kindly, like a duck to water. You see your- 
self what I did with grammar. Апа I’ve learned much of 
other things—you would never dream how much. And I'm 
only getting started." 

“ ‘He travels the fastest who travels alone, ” she quoted 
at him. 

"I have had a great visioning," he said, and at the 
sound of his words in his own ears his heart gave a leap. 
Where had those words come from? Тһеу had adequately 
expressed the pause his vision had put in the conversation. 
It was a miracle. Never had he so loftily framed a lofty 
thought. But never had he attempted to frame lofty 
thoughts in words. That was it. That explained й, He 
had never tried. But Swinburne had, and Tennyson, and 
Kipling, and all the other poets. His mind flashed on to his 
"Pearl-diving". Не had never dared the big things, the 
spirit of the beauty that was a-fire in him. That article 
would be a different thing when he was done with it, He 
was appalled by the vastness of the beauty that rightfully 
belonged in it, and again his mind flashed and dared, and 
he demanded of himself why he could not chant that beauty 
in noble verse as the great poets did. Апа there was all 
the mysterious delight and spiritual wonder of his love for 
Ruth. Why could he not chant that, too, as the poets did? 
They had sung of love. So would he. By God!— 

And in his frightened ears he heard his exclamation 
echoing. Carried away, he had breathed it aloud. The 
blood surged into his face, wave upon wave, mastering 
the bronze of it till the blush of shame flaunted itself from 
collar-rim to the roots of his hair. 

“I—I—beg your pardon, he stammered. 
thinking.” 

“It sounded as if you were praying,” she said bravely, 
but she felt herself insidé to be withering and shrinking. 
It was the first time she had heard an oath from the lips 
of a man she knew, and she was shocked, not merely as 
a matter of principle and training, but shocked in spirit 
by this rough blast of life in the garden of her sheltered 
maidenhood. 

But she forgave, and with her surprise at the east of 
her forgiveness. Somehow it was not so difficult to for- 
give him anything. He had not had a chance to be as 
other man, and he was trying so hard, and succeeding, too. 
It never entered her head that there could be any other 
reason for fier being kindly disposed toward him. She 
was tenderly disposed toward bim, but she did not know 
it. She had no way of knowing it. The placid poise of 
twenty-four years without a single love affair did not fit 
her with a keen perception of her own 
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feelings, and she, who had never warmed 
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Гога & Tayior 


Wholesale Distributors 


Hosiery 


Trade Mark 


Stamped on every pair. 


“ONYX” Merit would assert it- 
self if never advertised, but we would 
do an injustice to the public if 
“ONYX” virtues were permitted to 
remain unheralded. 

Not only for Men and Women 
but for Children as well, every want 
can be found in the “ONYX” 
BRAND. 


The greatest improvements shown 
in fifteen years, and only to be found 


in the “ONYX” BRAND), are 
Our new 


"DUB-L ТОР” 


Our new 


“WIDE TOP” 


Our new 


"DOUBLEX" 


FOR WOMEN 


E 960. Women's “ONYX” Black 
*DUB-L TOP" Cobweb Lisle—resists 
the ravages of the Garter Clasp. 50с. 
per pair. 


409 К. Women's “ONYX” *DUB-L 
ТОР” Black, White and Тап Silklisle— 
double sole, spliced heel. Feels and looks 
like Silk. Wears better. 50c. per pair. 


E 710. Women's *ONYX" Black 
*WYDE ТОР” and “DUBL TOP" 
Gauze Lisle; double sole, spliced heel— 
very wide on top without extra width all 
over. 50с. per pair. 


E 880. Women's *ONYX" Black 
*DOUBLEX QUALITY” with “DUB-L 
'TOP''—Gauze Lisle; double sole Ħnliced 
heel. 75с. per pair. 


E 970. Women's *ONYX" Black 
*"DUB-L ТОР” Silklisle double sole, 
spliced heel—an excellent quality. 75с. 
per pair. 


OUTSIZE HOSE 


170 S. Women's “ОМҮХ” Gauze 
Lisle *DUB-L ТОР” Black, White, 
Pink, Tan, Cardinal, Sky, Navy, Violet; 
double sole, spliced heel. 50с. per pair. 


SILK HOSE 
Special Value 


Мо. 134. Women's “ONYX” 
Black Pure Thread Silk *DUB-L 
ТОР” and Lisle lined sole. Special 
$1.75 per pair. 

No. 106. Pure Thread Silk, Black, 
White, Тап, Oxblood, Copenhagen 
Blue, London Smoke, Paris Тап, 
American Beauty, Pongee, all Colors 
to match shoe or gown. Undoubtedly 
the best value in America. Pure Dye. 
Every Pair Guaranteed. $2.25 per 
pair. 


FOR MEN 


E 209. Men's *ONYX" Black Gauze 
Lisle, *DOUBLEX'" Quality—extra 
durable. Special value. 50с. per pair. 


E 325. Men's *ONYX" Black and 
Colored Silklisle, double sole, spliced heel. 
“The Satisfactory Hose." 50c. per 
pair. 

If your dealer cannot supply you we will 


direct you to nearest dealer or send post- 
paid a зде ең desired. Write Dept. M. 
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to actual love, was unaware that she was warming now. But, being іпехре- 
rienced in affairs of the heart, how was she even to guess the real import of 
her feelings? 

CHAPTER XI 

ARTIN went back to his pearl-diving article, which would have been finished 
M sooner if it had not been broken in upon so frequently by his attempts to 
write poetry. His poems were love poems, inspired by Ruth, but they were never 
completed. Not in a day could he learn to chant in noble verse. Rhyme and 
meter and structure were serious enough in themselves, but there was, over and 
beyond them, an intangible and evasive something that he caught in all great 
poetry, but which he could not catch and imprison in his own. It was the elusive 
spirit of poetry itself that he sensed and sought after but could not capture. It 
seemed a glow to him, a warm and trailing vapor, ever beyond his reaching, 
though sometimes he was rewarded by catching at shreds of it and weaving them 
into phrases that echoed in his brain with haunting notes or drifted across his 
vision іп misty wafture of unseen beauty. It was baffling. He ached with desire 
to express and could but gibber prosaically as everybody gibbered. Не read his 
fragments aloud. Тһе meter marched along on perfect feet, and the rhyme 
pounded a longer and equally faultless rhythm, but the glow and high exalta- 
tion that he felt within were lacking. Не could not understand, and time and 
again, in despair, defeated and depressed, he returned to his article. Prose was 
certainly an easier medium. 

Following the “Pearl-diving,” he wrote an article on the sea as a career, 
another on turtle-catching, and a third on the northeast trades. Then he tried, 
as an experiment, a short story, and before he broke his stride he had finished 
six short-stories, and dispatched them to various magazines. He wrote prolifically, 
intensely, trom morning till night and late at night, except when he broke off to 
go to the reading-room, draw books from the library, or to call on Ruth. He was 
profoundly happy. Life was pitched high. He was in a fever that never broke. 
The joy of creation that is supposed to belong to the gods was his. АП the life 
about him, the odors of stale vegetables and soapsuds, the slatternly form of his 
sister and the jeering face of Mr. Higginbotham, was а dream, The real world 
was in his mind. and the stories he wrote were so many pieces of reality out 
of his mind. 

The days were too short. 'There was so much he wanted to study. He cut 
his sleep down to five hours and found that he could get along upon it. He tried 
four and a half, and regretfully came back to five. He could joyfully have spent 
all his waking hours upon any one of his pursuits. It was with regret that he 
ceased from writing to study, that he ceased from study to go to the library, 
that he tore himself away from that chart-room of knowledge or from the maga- 
zines in the reading-room that were filled with the secrets of writers who suc- 
ceeded in selling their wares. It was like severing heartstrings, when he was with 
Ruth, to stand up and go; and he scorched through the dark streets so as to get 
home to his books at the least possible expense of time. And hardest of all was 
it to shut up the algebra or physics, put note-book and pencil aside, and close 
his tired eyes in sleep. Не hated the thought of ceasing to live, even for so short 
a time, and his sole consolation was that the alarm clock was set five hours ahead. 
He would lose only five hours anyway, and then the jangling bell would jerk him 
out of unconsciousness and he would have before him another glorious day of 
nineteen hours. 

In the meantime the weeks were passing, his money was ebbing low, and 
there was no money coming in. А month after he had mailed it, the adventure 
serial for boys was returned to him by the Youth's Companion. Тһе rejection 
slip was so tactfully worded that he felt kindly toward the editor. But he did 
not feel so kindly toward the editor of the San Francisco Examiner. After wait- 
ing two whole weeks, Martin had written to him. А week later he wrote again. 
At the end of the month, he went over to San Francisco and personally called 
upon the editor. But he did not meet that exalted personage, thanks to a Cerbe- 
rus of an office boy, of tender years and red hair, who guarded the portals. At 
the end of the fifth week the manuscript came back to him, without comment. 
There was no rejection slip, no explanation, nothing. In the same way his other 
manuscripts were tied up with the other leading San Francisco papers. When 
he recovered them, he sent them to the magazines in the East, from which they 
were returned more promptly, accompanied always by the printed rejection slip. 

The short stories were returned in similar fashion. He read them over and 
over, and liked them so much that he could not puzzle out the cause of their 
rejection, until, one day, he read in a newspaper that manuscripts should always 
be typewritten. That explained it. Of course, editors were so busy that they 
could not afford the time and strain of reading handwriting. Martin rented a 
typewriter and spent a day mastering the machine. Each day he typed what he 
composed, and he typed his earlier manuscripts as fast as they were returned him. 
He was surprised when the typed ones began to come back. His jaw seemed 
to become squarer, his chin more aggressive, and he bundled the manuscripts 
off to new editors. 

The thought came to him that he was not a good judge of his own work. He 
tried it out on Gertrude. He read his stories aloud to her, Her eyes glistened, 
and she looked at him proudly as she said: 

“Aint it grand, you writin’ those sort of things.” 

“Yes, yes,” he demanded impatiently. “But the story—how did you like it?” 

“Just grand,” was the reply. “Just grand, an’ thrilling, too. I was all 
worked up." 

He could see that her mind was not clear. 
her good-natured face. So he waited. 

“But, say, Mart,” after a long pause, “how did it end? 
man who spoke so highfalutin’ get her?” 

And, after he had explained the end, which he thought he had made artis- 
tically obvious, she would say: 

“That’s what I wanted to know. Why didn’t you write that way in the story?” 

One thing he learned, after he had read her a number of stories, namely, 
that she liked happy endings. 

“That story was perfectly grand,” she announced, straightening up from the 
wash-tub with a tired sigh and wiping the sweat from her forehead with a red, 
steamy hand; “but it makes me sad. I want to cry. There is too many sad things 
in the world anyway. It makes me happy to think about happy things. Now if 
he'd married her, and— You don’t mind, Mart?” she queried, apprehensively. “I 
just happen to feel that way, because I’m tired, I guess. 
grand just the same, perfectly grand. Where are you goin’ to sell it?” 

“That’s a horse of another color,” he laughed. 

“But if you did sell it, what do you think you'd get for it?” 

“Оһ, a hundred dollars. That would be the least, the way prices go.” 

“Му! I do hope you'll sell it!” 

“Easy money, eh?" Then he added, proudly: “І wrote it in two days. That's 
fifty dollars a day." 

He longed to read his stories to Ruth, but did not dare. He would wait till 
some were published, he decided, then she would understand what he had been 
working for. In the meantime he toiled on. Never had the spirit of adventure 
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| Gillette Safety Razor | 


New Pocket Edition 


ERE is news in- 

deed—for the 

two million men 

who shave them- 

selves every morning 

with the Gillette 
Safety Razor. 


Our first announcement of the 
latest GILLETTE achievement 
—the New Pocket Edition—the 
GILLETTE Safety Razor in 
such compact form that it can be 
carried like a card case in the 
waistcoat pocket, or slipped into 
the side of a traveling bag. 

Same size blade as before, 
same principle; but neater, more 
workmanlike, the most perfect 
shaving implement in the world 


If you are a GILLETTE user 
call on some progressive dealer 
at once and examine this 
new razor. 

If you have never used the 
GILLETTE now is the time to 
get acquainted. 

You can shave yourself in from 
two to five minutes with the 
GILLETTE—a clean, satisfying 
shave. No stropping,no honing. 

'The pocket-case is of gold, 
silver or gun metal. Plain pol- 
ished or richly engraved in floral 
and Empire designs. Inside the 
pocket-case are handle and 
blade-box—triple silver-plated or 
14K. gold plated. Prices, $5 to 
$7.50, on sale everywhere. 

You should know GILLETTE 
Shaving Brush—a new brush of 
GILLETTE quality—bristles 
gripped in hard rubber: and 


GILLETTE Shaving Stick—a 
finished as a piece of jewelry— Shaving soap worthy of the 
and the blades are fine. GILLETTE Safety Razor. 


GILLETTE SALES CO. 


521 Kimball Building, Boston 


—as compact and as beautifully 


New York, Times Bldg. 
Chicago, Stock Exchange Bldg. 
London Office 
17 Holborn Viaduct, Е. С. 
Factories: Boston, Montreal, London, Berlin, Paris 


Canadian Office 
63 St. Alexander St. 
Montreal 


is Complete 


From the heaviest pat- 
tern for sportsmen to the 
light, dainty revolver for 
ladies—you will find the 

one just suited to your 
purpose—whether for 
pleasure or protection. 

Behind every H & R 
Revolver is over 36 years 
manufacturing experience 
—your guarantee of de- 
pendability, safety and 
accuracy. 


Rather than accept substi- 
tutes, order from us direct. 
Look for our name on barrel 

and the little target trade- 
mark on the handle. 


and beau- 
tiful catalog 
shows our complete 
line. We want you 
to have it— 
write for it. 


Silver Plate Superiority а 


For durability and for exquisite design, in fancy or simple patterns, 


“1847 ROGERS BROS.” 


has been famous for over sixty years. Unusual 
serviceability has won for it the title, 
‘Silver Plate that Wears”? — — 


VINTAGE 
PATTERN 
Popular styles 
are retained in complete lines 
so that a collection begun in a small wa 

may be gradually increased over a long a | 
To be had of best dealers everywhere. Send for 
catalogue “Е-31,” showing all patterns, 


MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Meriden, Conn. 
(International Silver Co., Successor.) 
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lurea him more strongly 

than on this amazing explor- 

ation of the realm of mind. 

He bought the text-books 

on physies and chemistry, 

and, along with his algebra, worked out problems and 
demonstrations. Не took the laboratory proofs on 
faith, and his intense power of vision enabled him to 
see the reactions of chemicals more understandingly 
than the average student saw them in the laboratory. 
Martin wandered on through the heavy pages, over- 
whelmed by the clews he was getting to the nature 
of things. He had accepted the world as the world, 
but now he was comprehending the organization of 
it, the play and interplay of force and matter. Spon- 
taneous explanations of old matters were continually 
arising in his mind. Levers and purchases fascinated 
him, and his mind roved backward to hand-spikes and 
blocks and tackles at sea. "The theory of navigation, 
which enabled the ships to travel unerringly their 
courses over the pathless ocean, was made clear to 
him. Тһе mysteries of storm, and rain, and tide were 
revealed, and the reason for the existence of trade- 
winds made him wonder whether he had written his 
article on the northeast trade too soon. At any rate, 
he knew he could write it better now. One afternoon 
he went out with Arthur to the University of Cali- 


.fornia, and, with bated breath and a feeling of relig- 


ious awe, went through the laboratories, saw demon- 
strations, and listened to a physics. professor lectur- 
ing to his class. 

But he did not neglect his writing. А stream of 
short stories flowed from his pen, and he branched 
out into the easier forms of verse—the kind he saw 
printed in the magazines; though he lost his head 
and wasted two weeks on a tragedy in blank verse, 
the swift rejection of which, by half a dozen maga- 
zines, dumbfounded him. Then he discovered Henley 
and wrote a series of sea-poems on the model of 
“Hospital Sketches”. They were simple poems, of 
light and color, and romance and adventure. “Sea 
Lyrics,” he called them, and he judged them to be 
the best work he had yet done. There were thirty, 
and he completed them in a month, doing one a day 
after having done his regular day’s work on fiction, 
which day’s work was the equivalent to a week’s work 
of the average successful writer. The toil meant 
nothing to him. It was not toil. He was finding 
speech, and all the beauty and wonder that had been 
pent for years behind his inarticulate lips was now 
pouring forth in a wild and virile flood. 

He showed the “Sea Lyrics” to no one, not even 
to the editors. He had become distrustful of editors. 
But it was not distrust that prevented him from 
submitting the “Lyrics”. They were so beautiful to 
him that he was impelled to save them to share with 
Ruth in some glorious, far-off time when he would 
dare to read to her what he had written. Against 
that time he kept them with him, reading them aloud, 
going over them until he knew them by heart. 

He lived every moment of his waking hours, and 
he lived in his sleep, his subjective mind rioting 


«уба 


үй 


"I am not a specialist," he said, in defense, to Ruth 


through his five hours of surcease, and combining the 
thoughts and events of the day into grotesque and 
impossible marvels. In reality, he never rested, and 
a weaker body or a less firmly poised brain would 
have been prostrated in a general break-down. His 
late afternoon calls on Ruth were rarer now, for June 
was approaching, when she would take her degree 
and finish with the University. Bachelor of Arts!— 
when he thought of her degree, it seemed she fled 
beyond him faster than he could pursue. 

One afternoon a week she gave to him, and arriv- 
ing late, he usually stayed for dinner and for music 
afterward. 'Those were his red-letter days. Тһе at- 
mosphere of the house, in such contrast with that in 
which he lived, and the mere nearness to her, sent 
him forth each time with a firmer grip on his resolve 
to climb the heights. In spite of the beauty in him, 
and the aching desire to create, it was for her that 
he struggled. He was a lover first and always. All 
other things he subordinated to love. Greater than 
his adventure in the world of thought was his love- 
adventure. The world itself was not so amazing be- 
cause of the atoms and molecules that composed it 
according to the propulsions of irresistible force; 
what made it amazing was the fact that Ruth lived 
in it. She was the most amazing thing he had ever 
known, or dreamed, or guessed. 

But he was oppressed always by her remoteness. 
She was so far from him, and he did not know how 
to approach her. He had been a success with girls 
and women in his own class; but he had never loved 
any of them, while he did love her, and besides, she 
was not merely of another class. His very love ele- 
vated her above all classes. She was a being apart, 
so far apart that he did not know how to draw near 
to her as a lover should draw near. It was true, as 
he acquired knowledge and language, that he was 
drawing nearer, talking her speech, discovering ideas 
and delights in common; but this did not satisfy his 
lover’s yearning. Ніз lover’s imagination had made 
her holy, too holy, too spiritualized to have any kin- 
ship with him in the flesh. It was his own love that 
thrust her from him and made her seem impossible 
for him. Love itself denied him the one thing that 
it desired. 

And then, one day, without warning, the gulf be- 
tween them was bridged for a moment, and there- 
after, though the gulf remained, it was ever narrower. 
Тһеу had been eating cherries—great, luscious black 
cherries with a juice of the color of dark wine. And 
later, as she read aloud to him from “Тһе Princess," 
he chanced to notice the stain of the cherries on her 
lips. For the moment her divinity was shattered. 
She was clay, after all, mere clay, subject to the 
common law of clay as his clay was subject, or any- 
body's clay. Her lips were flesh like his, and cherries 
dyed them as cherries dyed his, And if so with her 


lips, then was it so with 
all of her. She was 
woman, all woman, just 
like any woman. It 
came upon him abruptly. It was a rev- 
elation that stunned him. It was as if 
he had seen the sun fall out of the sky, 
or had seen worshipped purity polluted. 
Then he realized the significance of 
it, and his heart began pounding and 
challenging him to play the lover with 
this woman who was not a spirit from 
other worlds, but a mere woman with lips a cherry 
could stain. Не trembled at the audacity of his 
thought; but all his soul was singing, and reason, in 
a triumphant paean, assured him he was right. Some- 
thing of this change in him must have reached her, 
for she paused from her reading, looked up at him 
and smiled. His eyes dropped from her blue eyes 
to her lips, and the sight of the stain maddened him. 
His arms all but flashed out to her and around her, 
in the way of his old careless life. She seemed to 
lean toward him, to wait, and all his will fought to 
hold him back. 
*You were not following a word," she pouted. 
Then she laughed at him, delighted in his confu- 
sion, and as he looked into her frank eyes and knew 
that she had divined nothing of what he felt, he be- 
came abashed. He had indeed in thought dared too 
far. Of all the women he had known, there was no 
woman who would not have guessed—save her. And 
she had not guessed. There was the difference. She 
was different. He was appalled by his own grossness, 
awed by her clear innocence, and he gazed again at 
her across the gulf. 'The bridge had broken down. 
But still the incident had brought him nearer. The 
memory of it persisted, and in the moments when he 
was most cast down, he dwelt upon it eagerly. Тһе 
gulf was never again so wide. He had accomplished 
a distance vastly greater than a bachelorship of arts, 
or a dozen bachelorships. She was pure, it was true, 
as he had never dreamed of purity; but cherries 
stained her lips. She was subject to the laws of the 
universe just as inexorably as he was. She had to eat 
to live, and when she got her feet wet she caught 
cold. But that was not the point. If she could feel 
hunger and thirst, and heat and cold, then could she 
feel love—and love for а man. Well, he was a man. 
And why could he not be the man? “It’s up to me 
to make good," he would murmur fervently. “І will 
be the man. І will make myself the man. I will 
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АВІХ опе evening, struggling with a sonnet that 

twisted all awry the beauty and thought that 

trailed in glow and vapor through his brain, Martin 
was called to the telephone. 

“It’s a lady's voice, а fine lady’s,” Mr. Higgin- 
botham, who had called him, jeered. 

Martin went to the telephone in the corner of the 
room, and felt a wave of warmth rush through him 
as he heard Ruth's voice. Іп his battle with the 
sonnet he had forgotten her existence, and at the 
sound of her voice his love for her smote him like a 
sudden blow. And such a voice !—delicate and sweet, 
like a strain of music heard far off and faint, or, 
better, like a bell of silver, a perfect tone, crystal- 
pure. No mere woman had a voice like that. There 
was something celestial about it, and it came from 
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other worlds. He could scarcely hear what it said, so pleased was he, though | 
he controlled his face, for he knew that Mr. Higginbotham’s ferret eyes were | 
fixed upon him. 

It was not much that Ruth wanted to say—merely that Norman had been to 
take her to a lecture that night, but that he had a headache, and che was so dis- 
appointed, and she had the tickets, and that if he had no other engagement, 
would he be good enough to take her? 

Would he! He fought to suppress the eagerness in his voice. It was amaz- 
ing. He had always seen her in her own house. And he had never dared to ask 
her to go anywhere with him. Quite irrelevantly, stil! at t^e telephone and talking 
with her, he felt an overpowering desire to die for hc апа visio: of heroic 
sacrifice shaped and dissolved in his whirling brain. Hu i0ved hes sc much, so 
terribly, so hopelessly. In that moment of mad happiness that she shoul zo out 
with him, go to a lecture with him—with him, Martin Eden—she soared so far 
above him that there seemed nothing else for him to do than die for her. It was 
the only fit way in which he could express the tremendous and lofty emotion he 
felt for her. It was the sublime abnegation of true love that comes to all lovers, 
and it came to him there, at the telephone, in a whirlwind of fire and glory; and 
to die for her, he felt, was to have lived and loved well And he was only | 
twenty-one, and he had never been in love before. i 

His hand trembled as he hung up the receiver, and he was weak from the 
orgasm which had stirred him. His eyes were shining like an angel's, and his 
face was transfigured, purged of all earthly dross, and pure and holy. 

"Makin' dates outside, eh!" his brother-in-law sneered. “You know what 
that means. You'll be in the police court yet." 

But Martin could not come down from the height. Not even the bestiality 
of the allusion could bring him back to earth. Anger and hurt were beneath | 
him. Не had seen a great vision and was as а god, and he could feel only pro- 
found and awful pity for this maggot of a man. He did not look at him, and 
though his eyes passed over him, he did not see him; and as in a dream he passed 
out of the room to dress. It was not until he had reached his own room and was 
tying his necktie that he became aware of a sound that lingered unpleasantly in 
his ears. On investigating this sound he identified it as the final snort of Bernard 
Higginbotham, which somehow had not penetrated to his brain before. 

As Ruth’s front door closed behind them and he came down the steps with | 
her, he found himself greatly perturbed. It was not unalloyed bliss, taking her | 
to the lecture. He did not know what he ought to do. He had seen, on the 
streets, with persons of her class, that the women took the men's arms. But 
then, again, he had seen them when they didn't; and he wondered if it was only 
in the evening that arms were taken, or only between husbands and wives and 
relatives. 

Just before he reached the sidewalk, he remembered Minnie. Minnie had 
always been a stickler. She had called him down the second time she walked out 
with him, because he had gone along on the inside, and she had laid the law down 
to him that a gentleman always walked on the outside—when he was. with a lady. 
And Minnie had made a practice of kicking his heels, whenever they crossed 
from one side the street to the other, to remind him to get over on the outside. 
He wondered where she had got that item of etiquette, and whether it had filtered 
down from above and was all right. 

It wouldn't do any harm to try it, they decided, and by the time they had reached 
the sidewalk; and he swung behind Ruth and took up his station on the outside. 
Then the other problem presented itself. Should he offer her his arm? He had 
never offered anybody his arm in his life. Тһе girls he had known never took 
the fellows’ arms. For the first several times they walked freely, side by side, 
and after that it was arms around the waists, and heads against the fellows’ 
shoulders where the streets were unlighted. But this was different. She wasn’t 
that kind of a girl. He must do something. 

He crooked the arm next to her—crooked it very slightly and with secret 
tentativeness, not invitingly, but just casually, as though he was accustomed to 
walk that way. And then the wonderful thing happened. He felt her hand 
upon his arm. Delicious thrills ran through him at the contact, and for a few 
sweet moments it seemed that he had left the solid earth and was flying with her 
through the air. But he was soon back again, perturbed by a new complication. 
They were crossing the street. This would put him on the inside. He should be 
on the outside. Should he therefore drop her arm and change over? And if he 
did so, would he have to repeat the maneuver the next time? And the next? 
There was something wrong about it, and he resolved not to caper about and 
play the fool. Yet he was not satisfied with his conclusion, and when he found 
himself on the inside, he talked quickly and earnestly, making a show of being | 
carried away by what he was saying, so that, іп case he was wrong in not. 
changing sides, his enthusiasm would seem the cause for his carelessness. | 

As they crossed Broadway, he came face to face with a new problem. In the | 
blaze of the electric lights, he saw Lizzie Connolly and her giggly friend. Only | 
for an instant he hesitated, then his hand went up and his hat came off. He could 
not be disloyal to his kind, and it was to more than Lizzie Connolly that his hat 
was lifted. She nodded and looked at him boldly, not with soft and gentle eyes 
like Ruth’s, but with eyes that were handsome and hard, and that swept on past 
him to Ruth and itemized her face and dress and station. And he was aware 
that Ruth looked, too, with quick eyes that were timid and mild as a dove's, but 
which saw, in a look that was a flutter on and past, the working-class girl in her 
cheap finery and under the strange hat that all working-class girls were wearing 
just then. 

“What a pretty girl,” Ruth said a moment later. 

Martin could have blessed her, though he said: “I don’t know. I guess it’s all 
а matter of personal taste, but she doesn’t strike me as being particularly pretty.” 

“Why, there isn’t a woman in ten thousand with features as regular as hers. 
They are splendid. Her face is as clear-cut as a cameo. And her eyes are 
beautiful.” 

“Do you think so?” Martin queried, absently, for to him there was only one 
beautiful woman in the world, and she was beside him, her hand upon his arm. 

“Do I think so? If that girl had proper opportunity to dress, Mr. Eden, and 
if she were taught how to carry herself, you would be fairly dazzled by her, and | 
so would all men.” 

“She would have to be taught how to speak,” he commented, “or else most 
of the men wouldn’t understand her. I’m sure you couldn’t understand a quarter 
of what she said if she just spoke naturally.” 

“Nonsense! You are as bad as Arthur when you try to make your point.” 


“You forget how I talked when you first met me. I have learned a пеу | add - 


language since then. Before that time I talked as that girl talks. Now І сап | 
manage to make myself understood sufficiently in your language to explain that | 
you do not know that other girl's language. And do you know why she carries 
herself the way she does? I think about such things now, though I never ured to 
think about them, and I am beginning to understand—much." 

"But why does she?" 


"She has worked long hours for years at machines. When one's body is| 
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A PROMISE TO PAY 


OULD YOU accept a stranger's note? No. 

Then why accept from a stranger any other 

promise to pay. A fire insurance policy is such 
a promise. Ought you to accept it without knowing all 
about the Company? Your usual business confidence is 
based on knowledge. Why make an exception in that 
part of your business which deals with insurance? A 
name is worth nothing оп any kind of a promise to pay 
unless it is backed by character and resources. 


THE HARTFORD #IRE INSURANCE 
COMPANY favors insurance knowledge, particularly 
about itself. Its promise to pay has never gone to pro- 
test. Its obligations to its policy holders are backed with 
such a good reputation and such ample financial re- 
sources that the more you know about it the more you 
will want protection by its policies. 


It has published a book “Еге Prevention and Fire 
Insurance" which contains in separate chapters valuable 
information for Householders, Merchants and Manu- 
facturers. It ought to be in the hands of every property 
owner in America. It may save you thousands of dol- 
lars. Itis free. Send for it. 


THE HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE 
COMPANY 


Hartford, Conn. 


Please send me your Book “Fire Prevention and 


Fire Insurance” advertised in Uncle Remus’s Mag- 


TOILET SOAP 


Sweetheart Soap isn't 
merely a name. It'san 
American Institution. 


See Your Grocer 


MANHATTAN SOAP CO., NEW YORK 


$$ 


The Silent Door 


Avoid the nerve- racking 
slam of the screen door. 
Stop its banging and jar- 
ring. In 1,000,000 homes 
where the 


НИ “DIME” 
|SCREEN DOOR CHECK 


is used, the slam of the door is never heard. The rubber bumper 
first checks the door, then allows it to close softly. At your hard- 
ware or housefurnishing store or by mail for 12 cents. Address 


CALDWELL МЕС. СО., 
11 Jones Street Rochester, N. Y. 


Don't Be Knocked Over 


Nx Ву Stenches from 
ў Backyard Debris 


Why not look up 
the Stephenson 
Method, 7 years 
on the market, 8. 
and if satisfied f | 


protect the health 
of the family by 
installing The 
Stephenson 


Underground Garbage Receiver 
THE STEPHENSON — Underfloor Refuse Receiver 

THE STEPHENSON — Underground Earth Closet 

THE STEPHENSON — Portable Metal House 

THE STEPHENSON — Spiral Ribbed Ash Barrel 

Sold Direct— send for circulars on each. 


C. H. STEPHENSON, Mfr. 
28 Farrar Street, Lynn, Mass. 


PHOTO CONTEST .WINNERS 


Prize and Honorable Mention Pictures in First Diyision 


lium s. a M, m e O б 


Second Prize—John Dicks Howe, 1714 0’Farrell Street, San Francisco, Cala, “Riding the Breakers” 


y 
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Mrs. Arthur Rice, Magalia, Cala. Rock of = L. George Hungerford, Lansing, Mich, John Dicks Howe, San Francisco, Cala. “The Start in Cowgirls’ Race” 
Glacial Period "Ready to Leap” 


L. 0. Surles, Atlanta, ба. "Deacon Ebenezer" John Dicks Howe, San Francisco, Cala, Miss Edna Cain, Quitman, Ga. "Human J. B. Heroman, Baton Rouge, La, Bird’s Nest 
"Bottle Fed” Transfer Boat” 
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The Cumulative Development 
of a Great Idea 


N idea, in itself is a 

A great thing—that is, of 

course, a worthy idea. 

But to build that idea into a 

tangible reality is far greater—and to give that reality 

the momentum of cumulative development is to accom- 
plish our fondest aspirations. 

Гхсік Remvus’s—THE Home Macazine is a South- 
ern publication and it seems but fitting that the story 
of the conception, realization, growth and development 
of one of the really great ideas of the South should be 
told in Юхсіе Немсв8-Тне Home MAGAZINE 
columns: 

By no means least among the substantial reasons 
for the traditional pride of the South, is the fact that 
Knabe pianos are a Southern production. 

In 1837, William Knabe, of Baltimore, designed 
and built the first Knabe instrument. How long he 
had cherished the idea it is impossible to say, but the 
realization in that first Knabe piano, gave evidence 


that a fixed determination to surpass every piano 
of that period was the impelling force behind the 
great idea. 

Throughout his lifetime, William Knabe watched 
the natural healthy growth of his factory from the 
little cottage-shop to one of the great businesses of 
the South—but ever with that dominant idea, to keep 
the Knabe, from year to year, the foremost piano 
of its time. 

It is here that the real momentum in the develop- 
ment of the idea evidences itself. For when William 
Knabe stepped aside to give place to the younger 
generation, he was able to turn over the active man- 
agement of the Knabe factories to his own son—and 
not only the active management, but the natural 
heritage of determination to keep the Knabe standard 
beyond the reach of the most ardent competitor. 

The Knabe factories to-day are owned and directed 
by the grandsons of William Knabe, and the Knabe 
Piano of the present is the highest evidence of the 
value of cumulative development. 

The building of a reputation such as that attained 
by the Knabe Piano is one of the most enviable of 
assets. And where such a reputation is attained it is 
invariably backed by unquestioned quality. 


atomes a sat 
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By CHARLES J. CARLTON 


Yet while going through the Knabe factory, it was 
emphatically pointed out to the writer by a repre- 
sentative of the Knabe Company that this very repu- 
tation is often used by competitors as an argument 
against purchasing a Knabe. By way of explanation 
he continued: “A piano salesman will tell you that 
when you purchase a piano with a reputation. ‘you 
pay so much for the name’—that ‘here is an instru- 
ment in every way equal to the Knabe, at so much 
less, etc.—that ‘you might as well save the difference.’ 
He will show you the beauty of tone and ease of 


action in the instrument he is exploiting— (all piano 
salesmen are trained to do that, and they can show 
up most any instrument remarkably)—he will show 
you the richness of finish. 

“But remember this: In purchasing a Knabe you 
are not paying for the name. You are paying for 
the quality that has built the name. And all that a 
piano salesman can demonstrate to you on the instru- 
ment he is endeavoring to sell you cannot mean as 
much to you as the name, Knabe, on the fall-board 
of the instrument you purchase. For all that the 
piano salesman has shown you in that other instru- 
ment is but the performance of to-day. Не cannot 
truthfully predict the condition of that piano one 
month from the time it leaves his salesrooms. It is 
in the things that no piano salesman can show you 
that the importance of choice in purchasing a piano, 
lies—the years of thorough seasoning of the wood be- 


fore it is fashioned into parts, 
the time and application spent 
in designing and perfecting the 
scale—that is, the disposition 
of the strings to take the fullest advantage of tne 
sounding board—the devotion with which each work- 
man contributes his part to the perfection of the 
masterpiece, deftly regulating the action, listening 
with trained ears in coaxing each string into accurate 
harmony. These are the things no piano salesman 
can show you—but the things you know are present 
in the instrument you purchase if it bears the name 
Knabe. A Knabe salesman will gladly demonstrate 
to you the present superiority of a Knabe Piano 
—the depth and richness of the resonant copper 
wound brass, the lilting, singing triple unison treble, 
the ease of action, the beauty of interior and exterior 
finishing—but the future value of that in- 
strument—its perfect service throughout 
your lifetime—is guaranteed by the name 
on the fall-board, Knabe." 
It is refreshing to hear a man enthuse 
over his product as did this representa- 
tive who showed me through the Knabe 


factories—yet it seemed as if each 

workman that we passed, from the 

"coaters" and “coarse-rubbers” to 

the *oiling-off" and shipping depart- 
ments, was instilled with the same spirit—the same 
continuity of purpose as that which had its concep- 
tion in the brain of William Knabe—to keep the 
Knabe Standard highest, 

A trip through the Knabe factory is almost an 
education in itself—but of course we can't all go to 
Baltimore, and even if we happen to be in Baltimore 
our time may be so taken up with other things that 
it's impossible to get around to it. But the Knabe 
booklets, anticipating just this condition, give you 
almost as definite an idea of the trip through the 
factory as the trip itself—just like an illustrated 
travel lecture. So if you can't arrange to be shown 
through the Knabe factory you can at least have one 
of these booklets, and the name of our nearest agent, 
by writing direct to Wm. Knabe & Co., 436 Fifth 
Avenue, New York City; factories, Baltimore. And 
by all means, have one. 


South Now Bubbling Over 
With Auto Enthusiasm 


Southern motor-folk. Through the Winter 
the men who own automobiles use them 
peaceably about town. 

In the Summer they tour placidly enough. Spring 
and Fall, though, bring each year races, hill-climbs, 
competitive tours and other tests of speed, power 
and reliability of the motor car. 

Last Fall the speed carnival was held in Savannah. 
This Spring there has been no such single sensational 
event, but a series of contests have been held, all of 
them notable in their way. Апа even more sensa- 
tional things are promised. 

At this writing no end of interest is being mani- 
fested in the hill-climb, which is to be held at Look- 
out Mountain. Tennessee, the latter part of April. 
This is an event to challenge the speed and endurance 
of any car, and the affair is likely to bring some un- 


Qn and Fall bring the speed madness to 


Strang, in Buick, which made fastest time in free-for-all contest in 


Atlanta hill-climb 


dreamed of surprises. Тһе Spring speed happenings 
in Dixie's automobile world were introduced by the 
vigorously promoted and highly successful Mardi 
Gras speed carnival in 
New Orleans. Then came 
the Daytona Beach 
races, where records 
were smashed with much 
vigor and enthusiasm. 
After that Atlanta in- 
dulged in a hill-climb, 
breaking a few records 
herself. 

In such fashion the 
speed microbe has got 
in its deadly work and 
car owners will race 
and climb with vast 
vigor until the Summer 
comes and they settle E, 
back to placid, pleasant 
tours and the enjoy- 
ment of the quieter de- 
lights of rural runs. 

The annual annihilation of world's records 
at Daytona Beach was given its seventh re- 
vival late in March, with the usual results. 
Four motor marks were whizzed into oblivion, 
while seven motorcycle records met the same 
fate. 

Judged by the destruction wrought in rec- 
ords, it was a big meet, and in attendance 
new figures were set. And yet only a hand- 
ful of cars were there and but one of them 
was a real racer. 

Some day, when makers, promoters and 
automobile clubs learn to live peaceably to- 
gether—which they have not, as yet—a large 
number of good cars will be shipped to that 
hard little strip of Florida beach and then 


Beautiful beach at Daytona, Florida, where fast automobile 
races are held 


By PERCY H. WHITING 


Е. М. Е. “30” winning the “91,500 and less" car 
race in the Atlanta hill-climb 


Тһе first meet on the Ormond-Daytona 
beach was held in 1903. It was an experi- 
ment then, but the Winton Bullet demon- 
strated that beach racing had limitless pos- 
sibilities. That flat-topped, low-lying craft 
made a mile іп 52%, seconds, going at a rate 
of almost 69 miles an hour, a mile an hour 
slower than a White Steamer shot up the 
steep Stewart Avenue hill in Atlanta the 
other day, but furious going in those remote 
days of the automobile industry. 

So successful was the 1903 meet that the 
affair was at once declared an annual fix- 
ture and steadily the record for one mile 
was cut down until 1906, when the climax 
was reached. This climax was a mile in 

28 1-5 seconds, made by a little Stanley steamer. 
This speed specialist, which looked like a queer black 
beetle, running on spidery wheels, went like the wind 
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will follow such а slashing and hacking of 
records as the world never before knew. 

For that one short stretch of Florida east 
coast is the most marvelous stretch of racing territory 
that has ever been discovered. Nothing that man has 
ever made is its equal for motor-racing. Even the 
famed Brooklands in England, with its cement course 
built especially and exclusively for motor-racing, is a 
muddy road compared with it. 

The course is nothing but a stretch of beach, left 
each day by the ebbing tide—but such a stretch! It 
is level, smooth and hard beyond belief. Апа on it 
automobiles can go to the limits of their speed, with 
always a good road beneath the wheels and plenty 
of room on either side. 


Тһе judges' stand in the Atlanta hill-climb 


itself and maintained a speed of 127.6 miles an hour 
for one mile, going faster than ever automobile went 
before or since and within less than a mile per hour 
of the world speed record for any vehicle, which 
record is held by an electric trolley. 

This same car, driven by Marriott, was the first 
automobile that ever went two miles in less than а 
minute, and the deed was done the same year that 
the mile record was made. Тһе time was :59 3-5 
for the two miles and was beaten at the same meeting 
by Demogeot in a Darracq, who placed the mark 
where it yet stands, :58 4-5 for the two miles. 


Maxwell car climbing Lookout Mountain, Tennessee, on 
March lith, 1909 


The Daytona marks for one and two miles have 
stood the test of three years, and no automobile 
anywhere in the world has ever been able to go 
as fast. 'These records were not even in danger 

at the 1909 races. Other marks were not equally 
fortunate. 

The Daytona meeting this year suffered from the 
old complaint—a dearth of cars. However, the 
famous *Hemery Benz", that finished a spectacular 
second in the Savannah Grand Prize race last fall, 
was on hand and *going good", and so were a Fiat 
and a stable of Buicks. 

The big, chunky, barking, swift-flying Benz was 
the hero of the meet a^d it set three new marks. 
David Bruce Brown, a young New York millionaire, 
drove it a mile in 33 seconds flat—the world's record 


for amateurs. 
Then George Robertson, of Vanderbilt cup fame, 


White Steamer, driven by Lambert, which won free-for-all con- 


test in the Atlanta hill-climb 


drove it five miles in 2:55 1-5, setting a new com- 
petitive mark. After that, Brown took another 
chance with it, sending it ten miles in a race in 5:14 2-5. 

This was wonderful 
driving, even for the 
Brown-Benz  combina- 
tion. Each mile of the 
ten was made in an 
average of 31 44-100 
seconds, and the ma- 
chine tore down the 
beach at a speed of 
11415 miles an hour. 

The only other auto- 
mobile record was made 
by Lewis Strang in a 
Buick car. His record 
was made in what 
started out to be a 200- 
mile stock car competi- 
tion, but the tide came 
in on it so swiftly that 
it was cut to 100 miles. 
This distance was cov- 
ered by the driver who *mixes brains with his 
gasoline" in 94 minutes and one-fifth of a 
second. This mark has never been reached 
by any other stock car going 100 miles in 
competiton. 

The rest of the record-breaking was done 
by the motor cyclists, who chugged away until 
they ruined seven old marks. Probably the 
most remarkable performance of the two- 
wheelers was the breaking by Goerke of the 
world's record for:the distance covered in an 
hour. Тһе former mark was made on the 
wonderful Brooklands track in England and 
was 68 miles and 1,380 yards in an hour. At 
Ormond a distance of 69 miles was measured 
off and Goerke on his two-wheeled, seven- 
horse-power flyer, passed the 69-mile mark in 
58:25 4-5. Не doubtless covered more than 
10 miles in the hour, but was not timed after 
he passed the 69 mark, that gave him the world's 
championship. 

The South will have several hill-climbs this year, 
but the honor of holding the first one has already been 
annexed by Atlanta. Тһе Fulton County Automobile 
Club, on March 27th, held its third annual climb, and 
a highly successful effort it was. 

With the opening of the races set for one o'clock, 
there was no chance for a mid-day meal but to take 
a lunch out to the hill or buy one after you reached 
there; not less than a couple of thousand people pic- 
nicked in the woods on each side of the course, some 


New York City, Broadway at 62d Street 
Boston, 320 Newberry Street 


San Francisco, 1460 Market Street 
Philadelphia, 629-33 North Broad Street 
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THE WHITE STEAMER — ———- — — — 


Brings all the reliable, dependable power of 
steam right down to every-day practical use. 
Of course, the superiority of steam over gas- 
oline or electricity is too thoroughly estab- 
lished to argue, as a 40-Н. P. steam rating 
exceeds in power 75 to 80-H. P. gas rating. 


(| Moreover, the White Steamer is free from 
noisy explosions, smoke, stench and jarring 
vibrations. It starts with a smooth easy glide 
FROM THE SEAT, without cranking up, 
without a jerk. There is no friction clutch 
to slip, and it can not be stalled. 


@ This is true because with steam there is 
always a steady power constantly available. 
In gasoline cars the power is only incident to 
the explosion. There isa moment when the 
only power is momentum. 
White Steamer the power is always there; al- 
ways available; and it is winning prizes апа 
establishing records all over the United States. 


But with the 


BRANCH OFFICES 
Chicago, 240 Michigan Avenue 
Cleveland, 407 Rockwell Avenue 


Model **0** 20-H. P. Touring Car, $2000.00 


Ф The White Steamer is truly the ideal “cross- 
country" car. Itis independent of macadam, 
forits adaptability makesit absolutely depend- 
able on any kind of road. Decreased speed does 
notlessen its power. Itcan beslowed down for 
holes and dips, with the same full, high power 
always available for a dash away over a fine 
stretch. It can ford streams under steam pres- 
sure which would bring any gas engine to a 
dead stop, and its tremendous pulling power 
has given it the name of “Тһе King of all Hill- Climbers.” 
@ In fact the “White” is the thoroughbred of the world's Automobiles, and our latest models embody all the 


pos of perfection which have established the unquestionable superiority of this line. Write us at once for 
andsome catalog and go deeper into the comparative qualities of these cars. You will enjoy the reading. 


THE WHITE COMPANY, Cieveland, O. 


London, 35 Кіп у Street-Regent Street 
Pittsburg, 138-148 Beatty Street 


Atlanta, 120-122 Marietta Street 
Toronto, 170 King Street West 


formally, with tables decorated and much display of 
silver and cut glass, others informally, but quite as 
happily, munching sandwiches bought from an enter- 
prising vendor of hard food and soft drinks who 
made his debut on the hill for the first time this year. 

A wonderful feature of the gathering was that two 
thousand or more who saw the climb tramped a good 
two miles, through the dust of a windy day, to reach 
the finish line. 

The spectacle those people went so far to see was 
worth the trouble. From the opening number of a 
well-graduated card, when the little motorcycles came 
popping up the hill, with much display of importance 
and no inconsiderable speed, until the last car 
had whirled up in the free-for-all, there was 
plenty of action. 

For those unfamiliar with hill-climbs it 
should be stated that the cars do not race up 
the hill in direct competiton with each other 
but rather race separately against the watch. 

Each car in the race is parked at the bottom 
of Stewart Avenue hill before the race. When 
car No. 1 in the first race is ready, strings are 
stretched at the starting and finishing line. 
The car is given about 200 feet, right down 
hill, to get under way. As it tears through 
the thread at the start up the grade the strand 
is broken and a stop-watch at the top of the 
hill is automatically started. The severing of 
the thread at the finish line stops the watch 
and gives the time of the car in going up the 
nine-tenths of a mile of hill. 

The first race on the Atlanta card was for 

low-priced cars, and a Buick, driven by Tra- 
vis, a bit of a boy, was fastest up the hill. 
і Тһеп the “$1,500 and less" cars had an 
inning, and an E. M. F. “30”, with E. J. Jones, 
not unknown to Atlanta fame as “Daredevil” 
Jones, at the wheel, won rather handily. 

This same *Daredevil" repeated in the next 
event, for touring cars costing $3,000 or less, 
this time driving а Pope-Hartford. No less 
à race celebrity that Bob Burman finished 
behind him, as the Daytona wonder, DeWitt, 
had done in the previous race. 

After that the celebrities began scoring. The 
$3,000 runabout class was won by Lewis 
Strang, and the $5,000 touring car class by 
Burman, both driving Buicks. 

All this was a mere preliminary to the big 
Tace of the Atlanta climb, the free-for-all. 

Only two cars started in the race, the two 


————————— 
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fastest hill-climbers in Atlanta and probably in all 
Georgia, a White Steamer and a Stearns six-cylin- 
der. Both cars had been tuned up for a week or 
more and had made sensational time up the hill. 

The old record for the climb was 51 1-5 seconds, 
made last year by a Stearns “four”, and untouched in 
any of the earlier events of the day. 

This mark received a death blow in the race, for 
both cars bested it materially. 

The first car which came up the hill was the 
steamer. At the wheel was Bob Lambert, wisest of 


steam car drivers in the South; and cuddled down on 
a tank behind the dash was Stupke, his mechanician. 


Great National Automobile Show 
Will Be Held in Atlanta in the Fall 


It is a striking commentary on the remarkable activity 
of the automobile market in the Southern States that the city 
of Atlanta—which is the chief distributing point of the South 
—has been chosen as the scene of a national automobile exhi- 
bition, which will take place in the Fall of the current year, 
under the auspices оў the National Association of Ашото- 
bile Manufacturers. This was decided at a meeting of the na- 
tional executive committee іп New York, April 7th. Many 
shows in various parts of the country are constantly being ar- 
ranged by local dealers, but outside of New York City and 
Chicago the Atlanta exhibition is the only one to which the 
national association condescends to lend its official sanction 
and its name, taking charge of the affair itself. 

These national automobile exhibitions have соте to be, 
not only social spectacles of an equal rank with the horse 
shows, but, in a manner, entertainments of unusual interest 
to the general public, as well. But not for these reasons 
alone would the National Association of Manufacturers ar- 
range for an exhibition—the primary interest of the manu- 
facturers being not to amuse and entertain the general public, 
but to sell them cars. It is, therefore, purely and simply be- 
cause of the increased buying interest of the South that the 
Association has included the Southern metropolis in the short 
list of cities composed heretofore only of Chicago and 
New York. 

The automobile is a kind of symbol in itself. The fact 
that the South is buying more of the machines than any other 
section just now has another, and perhaps more generally im- 
portant, fact behind it: The fact of a general prosperity in 
this section as the logical result of the development of South- 
ern resources. So the national show to be held in Atlanta in 
the late autumn of 1909 is not only an important commercial 
event in itself; but із the sign and symbol of a general finar- 
cial and economic condition that is even more important. 


The car got away to a phenomenally fast start and 
was going at its most spectacular speed in an incred- 
ibly few seconds. From the top of the hill it ap- 
peared first as a blur that resolved itself after a few 
seconds into a striped steamer, kicking up little dust, 
emitting no great amount of steam but coming like a 
flash of light and making a noise like no other known 
thing, living or dead—a whistling compared with 
which the wail of the proverbial lost soul. was as a 
soft-sung lullaby. 

Wailing continuously and gaining speed at every 
second it flashed by the finish line and half a mile 
beyond before it slowed down. Ап accident to the 
timing apparatus, the only mishap which that 
mechanism suffered during the day, prevented 
the official watch from getting the time. The 
other watches at the finish showed, however, 
that the car had come the nine-tenths of a 
mile in 45 4-5 seconds, and this time was ac- 
cepted as official. The steamer had clipped 
5 2-5 seconds off the old record and proved 
that a car could go up the hill faster than 70 
miles an hour. 

The Stearns made a brilliant run up the hill, 
going faster than gasoline car had gone up 
Stewart Avenue hill before. Superbly han- 
dled by Almand, it got in motion with small 
delay and made a dash for the top that will be 
remembered for awhile by those who saw it, 
Spouting black smoke from its exhausts and 
marking each explosion of gasoline by a re- 
port as clear and sharp as a pistol shot, it 


came up the steep grade like а wild thing. To ' 


the spectators it seemed that the Stearns had 
made as good a run for it as the White, but 

when the watches were read they showed that 

| 
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48 2-5 seconds had been used by the gasoline ` 


craft and that the steamer had won by 2 3-5 
seconds. 

The free-for-all ended Atlanta's most suc- 
cessful climb, though there was an epilogue in 
which protests were made, withdrawn, decided 
or referred to higher authorities with much 
formality but no especial show of ill feeling. 

The Atlanta, climb was followed by the 
*climb to the clouds" up beautiful Lookout 
Mountain, and later in the season, climbs will 
be held at Memphis, Tenn., Columbus, Ga., 
and other points in the South. What occurred 


at the Lookout climb was worthy of another 
article, and this I hope to give in its interest- ` 


ing details next month. 
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'EVOLVERS 


HT ARM 


HE man behind a COLT can look 

calmly at danger because he knows he 

hastheadvantage. "There's satisfaction 
in feeling secure. 

For three-quarters of a century ‘‘the man who 
knows'' —Cowboy—Soldier— Police Othcer— 
has staked hislife on the onearm that neverfails, 
'*It's a Colt,’’ always dependable, accurate, 
'and the proven superior of all other revolvers. 


You take no chance in choosing a Colt; 
you run no risk in using it. 


There is only one revolver with a *'*posi- 
tive lock’’ insuring against accidental dis- 
charge, and guaranteed for use with smokeless 
powder—*'' It's a COLT.” 

Our interesting Catalog No. 32 describes Colt 
Revolvers and Automatic\Pistols in all desirable calibers 


and sizes, adapted for all purposes—Protection, Sport, 
or Target Shooting. 


COLT Arms are fully guaranteed 
for use with Smokeless’ and 
other powders in standard, factory 


ammunition. 
COLTS е] 
MFG. . 


HARTFORD, CONN. 


MODEL в-5500-5550 


Wonderful in its simplicity, its staunchness, 
its reliability, its ease of riding, its conven- 
ience, and above all in its unbelievable econ- 
omy. Nothing built compares with it in these 
respects, as even competitors admit, and the 
public knows. You can make no mistake in 
buying a tried, proved, known car, backed by 
reputation, popularity, a strong manufacturing 
company, and reliable dealers. We refer you 
te users. Askthem. Send for literature. 


BRUSH RUNABOUT CO. 


536 Baltimore Ave., DETROIT, MICH. 
Members А. М. C. M. А. 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN: Sct my book 
* “Business Op- 
portunities.” Starts you in'any line business on small 
capital. Make money at home during spare time. 
Price $1.00. Agents wanted. Circular particulars free. 
Write. GEO. A. BARON, 216 NORTH BROADWAY, OKLAHOMA CITY, 


THE TOWER QUARTERLY кулон. sTALEY. 


50c by the year; 15с а copy at News Stands. 


Address: THE KEEPER OF THE TOWER, 
Breathedsville, Md. 


is the “‘soul’’ piece of 
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URING the trial 
of the Coopers 
at Nashville, 
Tenn., for the 
slaughter of ex-Senator Carmack, one of the 
attorneys for the defense (resolving himself 
into a committee of the whole) was pleased 
to enact and proclaim an interesting addi- 
tion to the “unwritten law.” 

According to this Tennessee lawyer, any 
genuine, guaranteed aristocrat has a perfect right to kill 
an editor who becomes sarcastic or ironical in his criticisms. 
It does not make any difference whether the criticisms are 
well founded or not; the main point is the degree of gentil- 
ity of the gentleman offended. Chivalry, and the unwritten 
law, and the traditions of the old school—and all those 
things—positively demand that the blue-blooded one shall 
get a sawed-off shotgun, or an automatic pistol, or something 
of that sort, and go out and kill the editor who has hurt 
his feelings. 

It should follow, logically, that if a second editor mildly 
remarks that the blue-blooded one has committed murder 
—murder as it is defined by that irrelevant, ridiculous and 
antiquated code, the written law—the blue-blooded one will 


be recreant to his duty unless he kills the second editor also. ` 


The distinguished attorney did not give his opinion as 
to whether this new section of the “unwritten law” should 
also contain a provision for the killing of lawyers who may 
happen to offend one of the blue-biooded ones in court. 

It would be a great comfort for the rest of us, who are 
only descended from ordinary dukes and earls and things 
like that, if another clause were added to the unwritten law 
compelling the real aristocrats to wear tags so we would 
know them, and could dodge when we saw one coming. The 
Plantagenets, Tudors, Stuarts, Hapsburgs, Guelphs, et cetera 
—who brought their sawed-off shotguns and came to Amer- 
ica to go into the king business in such large numbers many, 
many years ago, when Hek was only a pup--look just like 
anyone else, as a rule. How are we to tell them, unless 
we can see their birth-marks? 

In all conscience, is it fair for them to conceal their 
aristocracy so thoroughly that no one would suspect it, until 


| after the shooting has been done, and then suddenly flash 


it on the public, as a country constable flashes his tin star 
on an automobilist who has innocently exceeded the local 
speed limit? 

If we cussed a cook, knowing him to be the rightful heir 
to the throne of France, and he killed us with a carving- 
knife, that would be all right. We would have no kick com- 
ing. We would deserve what we got. We would have of- 
fended the American nobility with our eyes open; we would 
have insulted blue blood and committed lese majesty, and 
the offended one would have a perfect right to retort with 
mayhem, arson and homicide. If we tipped an Italian prince 
fifteen cents instead of the quarter he had a right to expect, 
knowing he was an Italian prince all along, and insulted 
his aristocratic feelings by holding out that dime of malice 
aforethought, and then he up and dynamited us, we would 
only deserve what we got. But we respectfully submit that 
we can't always tell who's who by just a casual glance, and 
our masters should really be merciful to us. There are 
ninety millions of people in this country, and not more than 
eighty-five millions are descended from anything nobler than 
dukes, baronets, belted earls, and riff-raff of that sort. Is 
this enormous class to be constantly in danger because it 
can't tell a king from a jack or a ten-spot by the way he 
chews tobacco? 

Kings—the class possessing the inherent right to use 
sawed-off shotguns and automatic pistols on the slightest 
suspicion of levity among the common herd of dukes, baro- 
nets and other riff-raff—should be compelled to wear their 
crowns in public. Ап unwritten law should be enacted— 
since written ones are all bosh, you know—sending any king 
to the chain-gang for thirty days who appears on the street 
with shotgun or pistol, unless properly crowned and robed 
so he can be told from an ordinary plebeian with homicidal 
intentions. 
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ORSE-RACING, fox-hunting, cock-fighting— 
these things are not the sports they once 
were. Legislators everywhere are putting the 
kibosh on the racing game; the most of the 
foxes have been chased into the hereafter; 
and in the South the noble science of train- 
ing game birds for the pit has almost dis- 
appeared. But the Southern people are pre- 
eminently a sport-loving people; and that— 
taken in conjunction with the fact that they 

have more money to spend now than they have ever had at any 

other period since the Civil War—partially explains the en- 

thusiasm with which they have taken to automobiling. The im- 

provement in the condition of roads, generally throughout the 

South—and especially in the State of Georgia—has some- 

thing to do with it; and the fact that a car can be used 

twelve months in the year down here, instead of only nine 
or ten as in the North, likely has some influence on the cur- 
rent activity in the automobile business in this part of the 
country. But whatever the cause—and we think the love of 

a good, clean sport in conjunction with money enough to pay 

for it is the chief cause—the fact is that the South is buying 


'The South 


and the 
Automo- 
bile 


By DON MARQUIS 


more automobiles just now than 
any other part of the country of 
similar extent. It would be dif- 
ficult to say whether the South 
has discovered the automobile, or the manufacturers have dis- 
covered the South—or whether they have discovered each 
other simultaneously; but at any rate they have got together 
to their mutual satisfaction. 
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NE time there was an old philosopher who sat 
him down on a damp rock by the sounding 
sea, and stared and stared and stared at the 
water and worried and worried and worried. 
He stared so long and thought so hard and wor- 
ried so much that he worried a new crop of 
hair into his bald head; and the hair grew 
and grew and grew, and the sea gulls came 
and built their nests in it, and laid their eggs 
in the pockets of his linen duster, but noth- 

ing could displace the old philosopher; he kept on staring and 
staring and thinking and thinking. Тһе thing that worried 
him was the fact that there was so very much sea, and that 
the power of the waves was all going to waste. It seemed a 
shameful thing to him that all that force should not be 
shackled and girdled and bound and put to work—turning 
grist mills, manufacturing electric light, running trolley sys- 
tems, supplying shoe factories and patent churns and turn- 
ing out wooden nutmegs and Waterbury clocks. 

Similarly, there are numerous philosophers of our present 
era who have grasped the fact that there are oceans and 
осеапв of power, not physical, surging and swinging and 
sweeping around the shores of the apparent and visible 
world—swirling into and breaking over all the little creeks 
and inlets and bayous of that part of the universe which we 
call material; casting up surf and foam in the form of mystic 
phenomena; flinging telepathic rainbows across great gulfs 
—in short, doing all sorts of odd stunts. And a great many 
of these philosophers are worried—just like the old man by 
the lone sea shore—by the awful waste that they think is 
going on; and they are writing books about it. 

We read about a thousand of these books lately; and they 
let such a strong light into us that we have freckles on our 
soul. When the freckles all run together into a nice even 
coat of tan we will be Yogis, or New Thoughtists, or Faith 
Curists, or Old Doctor Wishbones of some sort. 

Do you begin to get a vague idea of the kind of books 
we have been reading? 

We are interested in all sorts of psychological things our- 
selves, and we have no disposition to hand out even the 
mildest of joshes to the many eminent investigators who are 
seeing things at night. But every army has its camp-fol- 
lowers; and some of the camp-followers of the present great 
psychic movement—the kind who wrote the books we have 
been reading—are beginning to over-work the graft; they 
are trying to take more than the traffic will bear. 

They have clutched the central fact that the mental con- 
dition has a great effect on the bodily condition; and they 
have added to that fact stolen bits of every philosophy and 
theosophy and superstition from the days when the first 
temple of Isis was built down to the time of Dowie's Zion; 
and they have elaborated the result into a thousand different 
systems—and they will send you a recipe for curing corns, 
making millions or becoming famous, for one dollar. They 
speak in a strange jargon made of words from the slang 
of many prophets, real and false; but the basic idea of 
each of the thousand cults is that you can get anything you 
want on earth by wishing hard enough for it—send a dollar 


Old 


Doctor 
Wish- 
bone 


to Old Doctor Wishbone, and he will telepath health, joy- 


and love vibrations to you, and you can have the red auto- 
mobile you have been wanting. 

Each of these Old Doctor Wishbones is the mortal enemy 
of all the others. His is the only true creed—and if you 
will send him a dollar he will send you another pamphlet on 
Right Thinking in Its Relation to Success. 

But the odd thing about most of the followers of Old Doc- 
tor Wishbone—as exhibited in a number of letters published 
in these books—is their unconscious materialism. They аге 
confident that they have the secret which will unlock the spir- 
itual treasures of the universe; the open sesame is theirs, And 
yet the things they want are bungalows or grand pianos. They 
want to harness the waves of this spiritual ocean to physical 
things, and get a better salary. It isn't the spiritual devel- 
opment they are interested in so much as the increase of sal- 
ary. Sothey send another dollar to Old Doctor Wishbone and 
get his latest pamphlet on How Vegetarianism and Alternate 
Breathing Made Bill Smith a Millionaire Mahatma, or From 
Nirvana to Congress іп Ten Weeks. Тһе capital letters are 
our own. But we have read so many of these books that we 
think in Capital Letters. 

ТаКе that Central Idea of the Power of Mind over Matter, 
and add enough Capital Letters to it, and you can be an Old 
Doctor Wishbone yourself. 

With all their mystical and mystifying talk, it is not spir- 
itual power they want. It is a kind of magical power which 
will make the material things about them contribute to their 
own comfort. They want that spiritual ocean to cast up a 
treasure chest full of real golden doubloons. It is as if we 
should use Jacob's ladder, let down from Heaven, in order 
to climb into a popular roof-garden; as if we should use 
a love-philtre in order to kiss the cow. 
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еч ry MOTOR 
ЕС CARS 


If You Can't Get Good Roads 
Get a Studebaker-Garford Car 


GOOD ROADS CARS AND FAIR WEATHER FRIENDS belong to the same category. 
Both are plentiful. But friends that can be depended upon in times of adversity or 
cars that can be trusted to take you through regardless of road or weather conditions 
are, sorry to tell, as scarce as hen's teeth. 


STUDEBAKER-GARFORD CARS ARE FAMOUS for rough road performances. Don’t 
hold many boulevard records. What few track records they do hold were made in 
twenty-four hour grinds—where stamina counts and where dependability wins. 


IF YOU WANT A RACING CAR there are many from which to choose. If you are satis- 
fied with a car that will skim along at a mile-a-minute clip over a smooth Macadam 
road—why their name is legion. 


FUNNY, ISN'T IT, what a lot of sales are made on that kind of demonstration? Not one 
customer in a hundred would be willing to go on a five-hundred mile trip such as 
would really test a car—and show the superiority of Studebaker-Garfords—and yet, 
everyone knows that many times, during the life of a car, it will be called upon to 
make such a trip and to encounter the worst possible road and weather conditions. 


MOST MEN ARE SATISFIED with a little five-mile spin or possibly a fifty-mile jaunt over 
picked roads with an occasional refreshing stop at a roadhouse. What does such a 
demonstration prove as to the stamina of a car or of its riding qualities? Why the 
hardest springs ever made won't tire you in a short ride! But on a full day's trip 
over rough roads—that's where 55 years of experience in carriage spring-making 
counts. That's where Studebaker-Garford cars excel. 


IF WE COULD ONLY INDUCE every prospective customer to take such a ride as we 
would suggest is necessary to prove the value-of апу саг, we would save a world of 
money on demonstrations. Each demonstration would be costly— but every one 
would result in a sale. There would be no waste. 


BY THE WAY, WHY IS IT that when a newspaper, like the Denver Post, wants a car for 
a strenuous five hundred or thousand mile drive; having dozens to choose from — for 
it’s great advertising—why is the Studebaker-Garford always selected? It's easy. 
Other cars may— may, mind you—accomplish the task. There's one that will with 
absolute certainty. And, to avoid the chance of a fizzle, that car is always chosen. 
And it's a Studebaker-Garford. 


MANY SALES ARE MADE ON THESE TRIPS. It's the practice of our drivers to take along from point to 
point any persons interested and who аге in the market for a car. It’s about the only way we сап 
get prospective customers to take what we call a real demonstration. And no one who has ridden a 
day or more on one of these strenuous trips ever considers any other car. 


A MAN WHO HAS RIDDEN TWO DAYS through Iowa Gumbo on a Studebaker-Garford car gave expression 
to the phrase with which this ad begins: “If You Can't Get Good Roads, Get a Studebaker-Garford 
Car. The millennium of good roads is yet a long way off. When it has arrived there won't be 
such a difference between Studebaker-Garford cars and a lot of others. But while present conditions 
obtain there's a wonderful difference. 


IF YOU ARE IN THE MARKET for an automobile and you want a car that will prove a dependable friend 
in foul weather as well as in fair; that will afford you comfort on rough roads as well as on city 
boulevards; and if, before buying, you are willing to take a ride such as we like to lay out to prove 
the comparative qualities of Studebaker-Garford cars and others—just say the word. 


STUDEBAKER AUTOMOBILE COMPANY 


Main Office—Cleveland, Ohio. Branch Offices—New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, San Francisco, Stockton, Cal.; 
Sacramento, Cal.; Kansas City, Mo.; Portland, Ore.; Seattle, Wash.; Salt Lake City, Utah; Dallas, Texas; Denver, Colo. 


GEORGIA MOTOR CAR COMPANY, ATLANTA REPRESENTATIVES 


Means photography with the bother 
left out. Picture taking is simple 
and inexpensive by the Kodak 
system, and there are pictures 
everywhere that are worth the 
taking. 

Ask your dealer or write us бог а copy 


of our illustrated booklet, ** The Kodak on 
the Farm.” 


EASTMAN KODAK CO. 


371 State Street, 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


I TEACH UP-TO-DATE CANDY MAKING 
SUCCESSFULLY BY MAIL 


Daily profits 615 to $50. and ир. Small capital required to start. My 
originalline of chocolates and soft cream specialties guaranteed to 
win against strongest competition. My book STRAIGHT TALK ON 
CANDY mailed on receipt of postage 4c. Address C. Edw. 
Russell, 716 Clybourn St., Milwaukee, Wis. Р. 5. —Over 30 years а 
candy-maker. NOTE—My latest and greatest money-making success 
Dairy Cream Crisp Formula with complete instructions $1 postpaid. 


SEND 15 CENTS 


For a beautiful 18-inch Tray Cloth, апа 
two doilies on Fine Art Linen, your choice 
of Wallachian, Violet or Eyelet design. 
Big bargain to introduce our free catalog 
of newest designs in shirtwaists, doilies, 
hats, etc., embroidery furnishings and 
materials, 


“7  THEPOWERCO., Dept. R, Newton Centre, Mass. 


MIXER $11 Catalog of com- 
* plete line of con- 

crete machinery FREE. DYKEMA CO. 

61 E. 5th St., Grand Rapids, Michigan 


In answering, mention this Magazine. 
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Fate of the Cruel Driver 


Verse and Picture by R. J. DEAN 


Yes, this driver so sour 
Made a little boy cower 
When some one yelled out: “Cut behind!” 
Then the Zotwots they came, 
Took a hand in the game, 
And swiggled this driver unkind; 
He ran screaming and cried 
If they’d jest let him ride 
Неа never again cut behind! 


P. 


Now, the Jay-fowl never does forget 
The things the Zotwots do, 

For the Jay-fowl is the Zotwots’ pet, 
And the Zotwots know it, too, 


April 7, 1900. 
EAR Tommus: Now what do you reckon? and what do 
you think? says I, with a nod, says I, with a wink. 
Its nothing to eat, it's nothing to drink, as sure as I'm 
writing with Stafford's black ink. Oh, no, indeedy! it's far 
better than that; for Billy has bought her a brand new 


hat! and now she's obliged for to wear her Rat. It's partly 
а hat and partly a bonnet, with fluffy white chiffon and 
roses upon it. Chiffon? Well, Pm not at all certain (dogon 
it!) that I'm spelling it right, but Burdeene or Bessie can 
spell it for me; if not, there's Essie. “Now, Popsy," says 
Bill, *don't you think it's quite dressy " (If she reads 
about this she'll be giving me Jessy!) She's asking us all 
if we think it’s becoming, and the tone of her voice shows 
she wants no humming (ог hawing). бау “yes” if you 
want any chumming. Тһе bonnet flares out like a grocer's 


scoop, and pink and black bows are caught in a loop, a. 


sort of beau-catcher thatll make the boys troop. “Room 
there, for the Rat!" it seems to announce: and the chiffon 
із draped in a delicate flounce. Oh, you just hush! it'll 
make the boys bounce. It goes very well with her ring- 
streaked waist; its choicy, and choosy, it's chiccy and 
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“Uncle Remus" Story Coming 


A feature of an early number of the Magazine 
will be one of the latest “Uncle Remus” stories by 
Joel Chandler Harris, and illustrated by J. M. 
Condé, whose drawings of animals are excruciat- 
ingly funny. It is told in Mr. Harris’ most pleasing 
style; in fact, it is one of the best things he ever wrote. 


Pretty soon we expect to start a photo contest for 


the children. It will be open to all boys and girls 
under fifteen years of age, and will be divided into 
two divisions—(1) pictures by those who own cam- 
eras, and (2) pictures by those who use someone 
else’s kodak. Then, we are going to offer prizes 
for letters written by children describing a scene or 
incident which would have made a fine photograph. 


An “Uncle Remus” Letter 


chaste, and "twas surely selected with а good deal of taste. 

Phew! that’s the way with me. When I get started on 
the rhyme rails, it’s hard to stop. I had to call Mama and 
ask her to put sand on the track and ring the gong. This 
she did, and so here I am—warm, but feeling better. Every- 
body else is well, especially Fritz. He and Billy Ann tried 
hard to-day to wear out the old red bench in the yard. 
They sat, and sat, and sat, and sat, and the breezes blewd, 
and the birds flewd and the chickens shooed, and the cows 
chewd, and the pigeons cooed, and the kittens mewed, and 
the road rewd and Stewart stewd. And that aint all nuther, 
but Ive forgotten the rest. That’s always the way: when 
I get hold of something interesting I sit right down and 
forget it. Stewart spent the morning with Richard Morenus, 
and had a good time eating dirt and falling off the fence. 

Your report is very good, fine in fact. I see you are 
beginning to take to music. We've had oodles of violets, 
so many, indeed, that we’ve been. giving them away to the 
neighbors. We have a new calf which is claimed by Daisy, 
and this із all the news. Love to Burdeene and Bessie. 

Your loving 
DADDY. 


an 


MENNEN 5 


The simplest 


KNEADER 


None other like it. Costs less than any others, 


Has no gears. 


TOILET POWDER 


ы теле. ee ЕЕ... ыа ii 

"BABY'S BEST FRIEND" 
and Mamma's greatest comfort. Mennen's relieves and pres 
vents Prickly Heat, Chafing and Sunburn. For your рго- 
tection the genuine is put up in non-refillable boxes—the 
“Box that Lox” with Mennen’s face on top. Guaranteed un- 
der the Food and Drugs Act, June 30, 1906, Serial No. 1542. 
Sold everywhere or by mail 25 cents---Sample free. 7»”у 
Mennen's Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder---it has 
the scent of Fresh-cut Parma Violets--Sample free. Mennen’s 
Bor ated Skin Soap (blue wrapper). Specially prepared for 


the nursery. Mennen's Sen Yang Toilet Powder, Oriental 


odor. at stores. 


о., Newark, №. J. 


No samples. Sold оп! 
Gerhard Mennen 


KNEADS BREAD 
IN 2 fo 5 MINUTES 
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THE POLAR STAR 


best, safest and most efficient 


FREEZER 


A CHILD CAN USE EITHER 
MAKES DELICIOUS FINE BREAD 
MAKES SMOOTH RICH CREAM 


FREE 


REX FAMOUS COMPLEXION POWDER 


the king of all beautifying powders. It is absorbent and non- 
irritating and may be used where other powders are impossi- 
ble. It will enhance the beauty of the most perfect com- 
plexion and render less apparent the defects of the poorest. 
It is endorsed by the leading professional and society ple, 
and we guarantee every package to give perfect satistaction. 
To further introduce this wonderful powder we make this 
special offer to YOU. Send us the names and addresses of 
10 ladies and 10 cents in money or stamps to cover charges 
and we will send you pre-paid a sample package of REX 
COMPLEXION POWDER, а sample jar of REX SCIEN- 


TIFIC BEAUTY CREAM and our handsome illustrated 


BEAUTY BOOK. This handsome book is 32 pages and 
cover, and complete in detail; telling you how to preserve 
your beauty and create new charms. REX SCIEN- 
TIFIC BEAUTY CREAM is without a peer, we positively 
guarantee that it contains nothing that will produce or en- 
courage the growth of hair or down on the face. It has more 
body and a better working cream than any other cream man- 
ufactured, and will not turn rancid. 


By dealing with us you are guaranteed satisfaction ; we will 
Promptly return purchase price if any of our articles are not 


perfectly satisfactory to the user. Address 


Rex Beauty Specialists, 


Dept. 217, 
290 Е. 43rd St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


ра a Ev 


who darns should 
have the 


Saves time, prevents 
annoyance, improves 
work. Q No home 
should be without it. 
25c silver 


Box 346, 
Port Chester, М. Ү. 


prevents 


prevents diseases. 


Nothing to rust or wear out, 
Send three 2ct, stamps for our cook book ‘Bread 
and Cream” It will save twenty times the price, 


At Hardware and Housefurnishing Dealers’ or 
SMITH 6 HEMENW AY CO., 107 Duane St., New York 


ery Woman 


“Queen Darner” 


W. Н. SCHAEFER, 


BOMBAY VAPOR 


positively exterminates and 
bugs, chicken 
lice, ants, moths, weevil,etc. 
Kills germs, disinfects and 
Easy to 
use. Perfectly harmless. Pre- 
paid to апу address for 50c. 
Money back if not satisfied. 


BOMBAY VAPOR СО., Jacksonville, Fla. 
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the Children 


Letters from 


Тһе Legend of the Spring 

Thunder, Ga.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
Having seen so many interesting let- 
ters in the Children's Department, I 
decided that I would try to write one, 
too. Have any of you all ever read 
or heard the Legend of Thundering 
Spring? Well, I will tell it to you. 
Many years ago, before the white men 
came here, a young Indian brave saw 
and fell in love with the beautiful 
daughter of an old Cherokee chief. 
He could not get the chieftain's per- 
mission to marry her, and one night 
he went and carried her away with 
him to his native village, which was 
built on a large hill, and near-by was 
a beautiful spring. They had not 
been married long before the brave 
was called away to war against an- 
other tribe. 'The young bride waited 
long for her husband to return, but 
as the days went by and still he did 
not come, her health began to fail, 
and her maidens feared she would die. 
Each day she went and bathed in the 
spring, but she became so weak after 
a while that she could not go any 
more. Тһе medicine man was called 
in, but his skill could not save her. 
At last, she died and was buried, and 
the night afterward a great shouting 
was heard in the village, and lo! here 
came her husband, with his victorious 
band of braves. When he was told 
of the death of his beautiful wife, he 
mounted his great war horse, which 
had carried him safely through many 
a battle, and rode away to her grave. 
He then went to the spring where she 
had bathed, and, with one shout he 
plunged into the cold waters and dis- 
appeared. At the time he went under 
the spring began.to thunder. Great 
black waves dashed up, and the spring 
began to boil and bubble in the cen- 
ter.. And ever since then it has been 
called “Thundering Spring". It is 
now a large bathing place in the Sum- 
mer, and people go and camp on the 
hill where it is supposed the Indian 
village once stood. And thus ends 
the Legend of the Thundering Spring. 

Ерые L. EDGEWORTH. 


The Wonders of California 

Pittville, Calif.—Dear Uncle Remus 
and Friends: Will you let a Cali- 
fornia girl in to have a chat with you? 
As I am a stranger, I will begin by 
telling you about the state I live in. 
My home is in Shasta County, in the 
northern part of the state. To begin 
with, California has every known cli- 
mate to be found in North America. 
In the lower part of the state in the 
Mohave Desert in San Bernandino 
County and the Colorado Desert in 
San Diego County, the Summers are 
extremely hot, while above the snow 
limit on the mountains the climate re- 
sembles that of the Arctic countries. 
At an ordinary altitude, however, the 
state enjoys a mild climate, without 
great Summer heat or Winter cold. 
On account of the different climates, 
California is a great place for inva- 
lids. The temperature of the water 
of the Pacific ocean is nearly the same 
Summer and Winter. As most every 
one knows, California is the greatest 
fruit-growing state in the union. 
Strawberries are on the market 
eleven months of the year. California 
produces nine-tenths of the oranges, 
four-fifths of the figs, more than half 
of the peaches, prunes, plums and 
grapes, and practically all of the 
olives, lemons, apricots, raisins, Eng- 
lish walnuts and almonds grown in 
the United States. Fruit succeeds in 
all altitudes from the sea level up to 
4,000 to 5,000 feet above. California 
contains the lowest, and, with the ex- 
ception of Alaska, the highest land 
in the United States, ranging from de- 
pressions of 263 feet below the sea 
level, in the extreme southern part, to 
mountain peaks nearly 15,000 feet in 
height. California has some of the 
finest and most noted scenery of the 
world. Mt. Shasta, which is an ex- 
tinct volcano 14,380 feet in height, 
can be seen from my home. But of 


A Pleasing Dessert 
always wins favor for the housekeeper. 
The many possibilities of Borden’s 
Peerless Brand Evaporated Milk (un- 
sweetened) make it a boon to the 
woman who wishes to provide these 
delicacies for her family with con- 
venience and economy. Dilute Peer- 
less Milk to desired rıchness and use 
same as fresh milk or cream. 


all resorts, the one most sought by 
visitors is the Yosemite Valley. By 
visiting this valley one would find 
many interesting sights. Pouring 
over the walls of the valley are water- 
falls of the Bridal Veil, which come 
down from the wall on the right, and 
the Virgin's Tears, from the опе on 
the left. 
the Yosemite Falls. Тһе fall pours 
over the wall on the north side leap- 
ing down 2,600 feet in three jumps. 
This is the highest cataract in the 
world, but it hasn't the greatest 
amount of water. Though so famous, 
the valley is not large. It is about 
eighty miles long and one mile wide. 
California is also a great agricultural 
state. Тһе annual value of the wheat, 
hay and barley of the state is more 
than $50,000,000. А trip through the 
grain regions at any time is full of 
interest. In the ploughing season one 
sees large traction engines dragging 
long lines of gang plows turning up 
the rich soil, and a few months later 
you see the same engines drawing 
combined harvesters, which cut, thrash 
and sack the grain, making it ready 
for delivery at the warehouses. Thou- 
sands of acres of potatoes, beans and 
asparagus, fields of onions, celery znd 
other miscellaneous vegetable crops, 
which not only supply the near-by 
cities but are shipped to Eastern mar- 
kets, are raised here in California. 
Stock-raising is another great indus- 
try. Fine breeds of horses and cat- 
tle are extensively raised. More than 
2,500,000 sheep share with the other 
animals the pasturage of the state, 
and produce annually, besides other 
valuable products, more than 13,000,- 
000 pounds of wool  Swine in large 
numbers are raised in different parts 
of the state. Poultry and poultry 
products are rapidly increasing in im- 
portance.  Ostriches are raised for 
their fine feathers on the celebrated 
ostrich farms near Los Angeles. Lum- 
bering is another great industry. In 
the regions of heavy rainfall in the 
Coast Range and Sierra Nevada are 
some of the grandest forests of cone- 
bearing trees in the world. Тһе larg- 
est of thes are the giant sequoias. 
Some of these trees are more than 
thirty feet in diameter and 325 feet in 
height. Тһе redwood, found in the 
Coast region from the Oregon line to 
Santa Cruz, is another sequoia of won- 
derful size and beauty, and is the most 
important lumber tree of the state. 
There are many other trees in the 
state, but my letter is already too 
long. So I will close now and come 
again if admitted. 
Epona ANGLIN. 


A Kentucky Sunset 

Frankfort, Ky.—Dear Uncle Re- 
mus: I have read with much interest 
the children’s letters and thought you 
would, perhaps, like to hear from a 
Kentucky girl. My home is in Frank- 
fort, the capital city, which is beauti- 
fully situated on both sides of the 
Kentucky River. 
fully surrounded here by nothing but 


hills—hills everywhere you look. Іп! 


Summer they are beautiful, so cool 
and green, covered by the wild flow- 
ers, so plentifully scattered on the 
grand and гара рыі. My grand- 
ma and grandpa were down South on 
their honeymoon many years ago and 
often speak of the place with fond 
recollections. I have often wondered 
if a sunset there could be more beau- 
tiful than one I witnessed in my own 
native state. It was a perfect day in 
June when a large crowd of us started 
on our picnic, and, after a long and 
delightful ride through the pure coun- 
try air, arrived at our destination. 
After spending a most delightful day 
(which I will not attempt to describe) 
my friend and I strayed off into a 
lovely cool and secluded spot. Тһе 
sun was dancing and playing on a 
little stream near-by making each 
crystal drop of water a beautiful mix- 
ture of colors like a rainbow. As we 
were sitting silently thus, the sun 
seemed to become more bright and 
golden, illuminating the flowers and 
water two-fold. All at once it be- 
came a golden and burning ball of 
fire in the blue skies. But lo! as I 
looked the skies near the golden sun 
were no longer their usual azure color, 
but a light pink or red color and the 
sun brightened it until it had cast a 
soft and beautiful glow over the won- 
детті and majestic beauties 


It is very beauti- | 
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Pears 
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“Bawn and Bred in de Briar 


NN ~ 4 ЦЯ і E е 99 
о ИА, Patch, Brer Fox, sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 
Z E 
2. А OU have heard that before? You recall that it is from one of the “Uncle 
4 Remus" stories— those famous stories that have given childhood ап 
Б added joy and made happy memories crowd eagerly to the threshold of 
' your youthful recollections? 
і But do you remember that on July 3, 1908--опіу last year—the author 


of these world-read stories went gently to sleep at his home on his “Snap-Bean 
Farm"? For it was on that day that Joel Chandler Harris was called from the 
companionship of the thousands of children he loved. 


At the time of his death he was deeply interested in the Magazine he 
had just founded—he had placed it where its success was assured. Shortly before he died he spoke of 


the Magazine, and said that its growth and its development into a factor in the South's great life was what 
he wished most to have come true—that his Magazine should attain to what he planned, and that it might 


indeed prove a monument to him. 


This was in keeping with his views and his life, and more than 200,000 persons have helped make this 
Magazine a permanency. But it is entirely reasonable—it is just and proper and is natural—that 
many should wish to see a tribute of another kind, too—a memorial fountain or perhaps the pur- 
chase of “бпар-Веап Farm" to become the property of the children, young and old, of all America. 
Which this shall be depends upon you. But it is impossible, with the hundreds of voluntary and 
unsolicited subscriptions received, to ignore the apparent wish of many to see this memorial established. We 
have arranged for every reader of this Magazine to share in a double memorial —the upbuilding of Joel 
Chandler Harriss Magazine and the erection of a suitable memorial that will represent the love in which his 
memory is held. Here is our plan: "Through the courtesy of the directors of this Magazine, we are 
given the opportunity of soliciting your subscription to Uncle Remus's — The Home Magazine, 
with the agreement that one-half of the amount of every subscription sent to us goes to the 


Uncle Remus Memorial Association. 


To facilitate this a coupon is attached to this announcement. Fill out the coupon, attach your contribution, and mail it to us today. If 
you send a dollar your name goes on the Memorial list as giving fifty cents, and at the same time you get the Magazine an entire year. If you 
are already a subscriber, and your time is not up, send your dollar in and fifty cents will go to the Memorial fund 
and your subscription will be set forward an entire year. Or, if you wish, subscribe for some friend— young or old—and your 
name will be put on the honor roll of the Uncle Remus Memorial Fund as contributing fifty cents to aid in erecting a magnificent fountain for 
man or beast—or the purchase of “Ѕпар-Веап Farm", as the funds permit. We feel that there must be at least 50,000 persons who 
read this who will be glad —more likely delighted and eager—to send their dollar to the Uncle Remus Memorial 
Association and thus not only secure this Magazine a year, but contribute to the proposed memorial. In addition, 
we will give to every person who sends in his subscription to the Magazine (of which the Association gets one-half) a handsomely engraved 
Certificate of Membership in the Memorial Association. Children can help, too. Every child securing a subscription and sending in the 
dollar, will be credited as sending fifty cents to the Uncle Remus Memorial Fund, and the Magazine will go to the person subscribing. Ала 
grown-ups can tell their friends of this special chance to help the Memorial fund and get the Magazine. 

Perhaps you want to give more than fifty cents to the fund? Then send two dollars for a two years’ subscription to Uncle Remus's—' The Home Magazine— 


$1.00 will go to the fund and $1.00 to the Magazine. In the same way you can send $3.00, $4.00 or $5.00 and we get one-half. If you wish, the Magazine will 
be sent to yourself and another person when you send $2.00; or will be sent to two friends. Апа $5.00 сап be used to send the Magazine to five friends. 


It is for you to say whether you care to see this Uncle Remus Memorial erected as his memory deserves, and at the same time help the 
Magazine that was so dear to him. So use this Coupon —-SEND IT IN TODAY. You will not only be proud of your part in this proposed memorial, 
but you will be genuinely happy in knowing that you helped honor the memory of one whose chiefest delight was to create for others—especially little children— 
joy and happiness. ; 


Remember: Your renewal of your subscription or an extension of your unexpired subscription counts for the Memorial Fund the same as a new subscriber. 


Send currency, postal note, express order or check; make any of last three payable to the Uncle Remus Memorial Association. Be sure to address 


"UNCLE REMUS MEMORIAL ASSOCIATION, "" "SANTA. GEORGIA 


MAIL this Coupon TO-DAY 


OFFICERS 


President, W. R. Joyner 
Vice-President, Dr. J. E. White 
Vice- President, W. M. Slaton 
Secretary, J. G. Lester 
Treasurer, Col. R. J. Lowry, 
President Lowry National Bank 
Chairman Ex. Сот., F. J. Paxon. 


Uncle Remus Memorial Association, 718 Empire Bldg., Atlanta, Ga. 
J. G. Lester, Secretary. 

Dear Sir: Enclosed find $1.00. This is sent with the understand- 
ing that one-half of this amount goes to the Uncle Remus Memorial 
Fund, and that my name is entered as a contributor to this fund, 
and that I am to receive an engraved certificate of Membership in 
the Memorial Association. Тһе other half goes to Юхсіе Remus’s— 
Tue Home MacazixE for one year's subscription. 

If Magazine goes to yourself, fill out this only. 

New. 


Indicate which 
Renewal. 


DD $n pelo Я ЗБ тарас, ЕЧ з ар ВЯНКУ, 


FILL out here also if Magazine is to go to а friend. If more than one 
friend, send names on sheet of paper with coupon attached. 
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For Children 


6287 Girl's Dress, 
B to 14 years. 


6397 Girl's Dress, 
& to 12 years. 


6308 Girl's Double 
Breasted Coat, 
B to 12 vears. 


$299 Girl’s Cutaway 
Coat. 6 to 12 years. 


6297 Child's Bishop 
Dress, 
6 mos., 1, 2 and 4 
years. 


6291 Girl's Dress, 
4 to 19 years. 


6293 Child's Night. 
Gown, 2 to 8 years. 


6283 Girl's Yoke 
Apron, § to 12 years. 


Any one of the above patterns will be 
sent you post-paid for ten cents.  Giveage 
desired and number of pattern, and send 
With ten cents in coin or stamps to 


PATTERN DEPARTMENT 
Sunny South Pub. Co. 
ATLANTA, GA. 
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mother earth. And everything else 
was in unison with this brilliant and 
glorious sunset. Тһе birds sang their 
sweetest songs (so it seemed to me), 
the gentle breezes rocked the trees to 
and fro gently and they seemed to be 
nodding and talking to each other, 
whispering of the many little scenes to 
be remembered with happy recollec- 
tion later on by the picnickers who 
had gathered under their sheltering 
branches during the day. І have 
dwelt so long on this sunset that I 
know that you will want to hear about 
something else. І attend private 
school and am in the Eighth grade. I 
am thirteen years old. This is my 
first attempt to write you a letter and 
I hope it will be lucky enough to es- 
cape the waste-basket. 
Crana O. Connor. 
570 Holmes Street. 


How the School Celebrated 

New Glarus, Wis.—Dear Uncle Re- 
mus: I am a little girl nine years old 
and live in a small town in the south- 
ern part of Wisconsin. I enjoy read- 
ing the children's letters, and thought 
I would write one. I like to go to 
school, and also to Sunday school, but 
last Sunday there was quite a snow 
storm, so I couldn't go. Last year 
I just missed once and I received a 
nice little book, and the year before a 
Bible. Our school ~ lebrated Lin- 
coln's birthday. І too’: part in a drill 
and my two brothers were in a sol- 
dier drill. My oldest brother had to 
carry a gun. Тһе superintendent of 
the High School of Janesville, Wis., 
made a nice speech about Lincoln, and 
we children enjoyed it very much. The 
hall was nicely decorated with flags, 
and was very crowded. Тһе school 
will give another entertainment next 
Friday evening. We have a nice school 


house My teacher's name is Miss 
Hart. My father owns a big harness 
shop. I have a sister and a brother 


in St. Louis and two little nephews. 
We expect our brother home soon. 
Every Summer my mother gives me а 
smali patch of ground, so that I can 
have a little garden, and I plant all 
kinds of vegetables. We also have 
lots of beautiful flowers and two nice 
birch trees that everybody admires. 
The birch trees are lovely shade trees 
and every Summer we put up our 
hammock under them. I hope to see 
this letter in print. 
Bertua І. Srvessy. 


Clerks in Her Mama’s Store 

Amory, Miss.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
I am a little Mississippi girl twelve 
years old. I live in Amory, and mama 
has a grocery store. I go to school 
and am in the Fourth grade. Every 
evening when school is out I clerk for 
mama and eat bananas and apples. I 
have a smart old cat. She keeps the 
mice out of the store and I feed her 
good. Нет name is “Sal”. You can 
imagine how I looked tying up my 
first bundles, and I am not much bet- 
ter now. I turned the bundle first one 
way and then the other until І got 
it tied up some way. It is right con- 
fining to be here all the time. I guess 
you know, if you have ever tried it. 
I am going to get mama to let 
Stephen help me plant a garden. I 
can work it at my leisure. I guess 
there will be plenty of room in the 
waste-basket for my letter, though if 
this is printed I may write again. 
Mama takes Юусіе Remus’s—THE 
Home Magazine and likes it fine. 
Well, it is just the paper for every- 
body to take if they want some good 
reading. I like to read the stories. 

Main St. Crom TuxNNELL. 


Watching the Trains Go By 

Ross, Wis.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
My mama takes your Magazine, and I 
always take delight in reading the let- 
ters from the children. I thought 
nothing would be better than writing 
to you myself. I am a little girl ten 
years old. I am the oldest in our fam- 
ily. I have two brothers and one 
sister. 


We live on a farm but my 


Ерхл Ахсих, Pittville, Cal. 


PRIZE WINNERS FOR MAY 


The following is a list of the writers whose letters have been awarded 
prizes for the month: 


brother George and I go to school in 
a little town called Byron Center, 
two and a half miles from our home. 
We have a nice little horse and buggy, 
so we don’t have to walk to school. 
Our horse’s name is “Bessie”. I am in 
the Fourth grade and my brother 
George is in the Second grade. My 
little sister's name is Thelma, and that 
of my baby brother, Ernest. Не is 
one of twins. My other little brother 
died. We have good sleighing now, 
but as the sun shines so bright, I think 
it will soon be gone. Say, Uncle! do 
you like to watch the trains go by— 
now, please do not misunderstand me, 
I don't mean trains that are on the 
ladies’ dresses. I mean those that go 
whistling and thundering by—well, I 
mustn't forget what I was going to 
say. If you do like to see them, come 
out here to our house, and you can 
see them every day as they go right by 
the house. I wonder, “Uncle Remus,” 
if you are going to throw this in the 
waste basket? Ерха Hicker, 
К. Е. D. 61. 


Makes Castles in the Sand 

Chicago, Ill.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
I am a little Chicago girl and live only 
a few blocks from Lake Michigan and 
Lincoln Park. To-day three lion 
babies were born at the zoo in Lincoln 
Park, and the lion mother refused to 
nurse and take care of them. Хоу, 
those cute little babies got a dog who 
takes their mother's place. Our West- 
ern states are not so beautiful as the 
Sunny South. І think all children 
would enjoy seeing the lovely flowers 
and animals in our park, and I am 
sure all would like to play at the 
shores of Lake Michigan in Summer 
time. My sister and I make houses 
and tiny castles out of the nice clean 
sand and watch the people bathing in 
the water near the shore. I am in the 
Fourth grade in school and like to 
read the letters from the children 
very much. 

ELIZABETH SULTEMEYER. 
1227 Newport Avenue. 


Leona Likes To Skate 

Meeker, Colo.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
I am twelve years old and am in the 
Seventh grade. I live in a small town 
in the mountains. There is snow on 
the ground now. I had a gray kitten 
named “Splash”, but it ran away and 
I can’t find it. My mother has taken 
your Magazine nearly two years, and 
I enjoy reading the letters from other 
children. I have a game called “Uncle 
Remus”, which I got last Christmas. 
I have two sisters. The oldest one 
reads the story, “Gilbert Neal,” and 
says it is very interesting. When I 
was in the Fourth grade, my teacher 
read us the Uncle kemus stories, and 
I liked the one about the Tar Baby 
the best of all. I have almost forgot- 
ten the stories as I haven’t the book. 
I am very fond of reading. My 
greatest pleasure is skating. I went 
skating quite often last Winter. 

Leona WILDHACK. 


Burns Gas; Not Wood or Coal 

Caney, Kans.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
I am almost eight years old and І live 
in the gas belt of Southern Kansas. 
We have not burned wood or coal 
since I can remember. I have no pets, 
but I have a little brother named Ar- 
thur and a baby sister named Rowena. 
My papa and mama like to read your 
Magazine. I like the letters from the 
little folks. I am going to school, and 
have a lovely teacher. If this letter is 
printed, I may come again. 

Ione MIDDLETON. 


Will Have Fair for Children 

St. Louis, Mo.—Dear Uncle Remus: 
I like your Magazine very much. I 
am going to have a “Fair” in May for 
the children in the Home of the In- 
curables. I am going to have a Mas- 
querade Ball, too. I live in St. Louis 
and it is a beautiful city. I am eight 
years old. I hope my letter will not 
reach the waste-basket. 

Сакоглхе D. SHELTON. 


Ерые І. Ерсеуовтн, Thunder, Ga. 
Crara О. Connor, 570 Holmes St., Frankfort, Ky. 
Crow Tunnett, Main St, Amory, Miss. 

Вевтна І. бтоеззу,, New Glarus, Wis. 
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| ment to life. 
| she allows these functions to infringe upon her children. 


OPEN HOUSE 


HREE women were 

i walking on a Florida 

beach at sunset—one 

middle aged and spec- 
tacled, one petite and vivacious, 
seemingly about thirty-five, the 
other a tall, stately blonde girl. “They are Miss Heine, a 
learned tutor, and her two pupils, Mrs. Clyde and Miss 
Jessie Clyde," said a native of the place to one newly ar- 
rived. *Isn't it odd—a mother and daughter studying 
together?" 

“І knew a mother living on an isolated farm, who, having 
| had little education, studied at night and every leisure hour 
іп the day that she might keep ahead of her two sons whom 

she was instructing. She fitted them thoroughly to enter 
a university. Also, I knew Mrs. Erminie Smith—the dis- 
| tinguished archeologist—who took a Germany university 
| course with her three sons. Mrs. Smith was the only woman 
| ever appointed an officer іп the American Association for 
| the Advancement of Science and the first woman ever made 
honorary member of the Archeologist Society. 

| “She graduated at seventeen from the Emma Willard 
| School—and a year afterwards was married. Later in life, 
she found herself possessed of means and leisure and three 
sons, each six feet in height—her eighteen feet of sons, she 
called them. She enthused them with her love for intellectual 
pursuits, and, that she might not be separated from them, 
while they were learning, she took them to Germany where 
she was allowed to enter a university and study with them. 
They went through the course together, she their helpful, 
inspiring comrade. After this they entered the school of 
| mining at Frieburg, taking lessons in mineralogy, geology 
(апа the use of the blow-pipe, she being the only woman 
who had ever attended the school, 

*Later, at Heidelburg, the four devoted a term to the 
| study of German literature and visited the Baltic Sea to 
| investigate the amber fisheries, adding a number of curi- 
osities to their large geological collection—among these a 
| primeval lizard embedded in a translucent lump of amber.” 


m 


A Business Man's Reminiscence 


DON'T know what we should do without our nursery 
| governess," said one business man to another, as they 
|sat at a restaurant table waiting to be served. “Miss 
| Springer takes all the trouble of the young ones off our 
|hands. My wife has so many social claims upon her, and 
|I am so immersed in business, that we really do not have 
time to get acquainted with our children. But we have 
every confidence in Miss Springer." 

*[ do not think that any outside person, however trust- 
| worthy, can take the place of the child's parents—particu- 
larly of the mother," replied the other man. “Му mother 
| was all in all to us children. We were very poor, but we 
| did not feel this as a misfortune because our mother always 
| seemed happy with us. She was always planning some 
| little pleasure for us, until it seemed we had a nicer time 
| than any children we knew. She was unfailingly hopeful, 
encouraging us to look for better things, and telling us 
what fine things we would do when we grew up to be good 
and useful men. Dear little mother! The greatest satis- 
faction in having made money is that it has enabled me 
to give her comfort and rest in her latter days." 

'The face of the busy, successful lawyer grew dreamy and 
pensive. 'The scent of the little bunch of violets he had 
bought of a street boy and had pinned on his coat, carried 
him back to the humble home.of his youth and the mother 
who had made it happy and who was happy herself in that 
she possessed a kingdom in the hearts of her children. 


e 
Society Women 


OCIETY makes so many demands upon us, say the 
mothers in the higher walks of life. And, indeed, this 

is true. The demands are not always or chiefly of a friv- 
olous nature. Тһе society woman who fills her place is а 
being of use and influence. She is a patron of the arts; 
she sets in motion charitable enterprises and makes these 


| popular and successful; she encourages literature; she dis- 


penses a beneficent hospitality; she gives grace and refine- 
And yet she fails of her highest mission if 


| not sprinkle salt on your 


Neither nurse nor teacher can supply the place of the 
mother's personal care and subtle sympathy. 

The character of the child begins to be formed in the 
cradle. It is being made up by the little things that are 
first heard and seen in its young life; the smiles and frowns, 
truth or deception, politeness or discourtesy which, through 
eye and ear, are transmitted to the impressible mind. 

“По what you can for my son," implored a woman of 
her pastor. “Хоп are the 
salt of the earth; try to save 
him." 

*My friend," replied the 
clergyman, *the salt should 
have been worked into the 
boy at first, as you knead it 
‘into your dough. You do 


Conducted by 
MARY E. BRYAN 


biscuits after they are baked." 

It requires thought and care, 
but as the tired mother said 
after being occupied all day 
with an active, troublesome 
boy, “After all, it is a day 
towards the making of a man." 

A mother's duty to her children includes a duty to her- 
self. She must not drop behind. She must keep step with 
the world in its progress. She must understand as much 
as she can about literature, politics and science. She must 
study to preserve her good looks, her graces of person 
and manners that she may be attractive and companionable 
to her family and satisfactory to herself. Can she do all 
this and be also a model house-keeper? She cannot. She 
must effect a compromise. She must, in a measure, slight 
the lower duty for the higher. She must so systematize and 
simplify her household tasks that they will require less 
time. Тһе question for her is: Which is the better bus- 
iness—the one with nobler and more enduring results— 
to keep a spotless, perfectly ordered house, to have a table 
noted for its variety and children enviable for the many 
tucks and much embroidery on their clothes, or to let these 
things be simpler, while she bestows the time and thought 
expended on them to improving her children and increasing 
her own charm and influence by self-care and culture. 


х2 


Making the Most of Him 


НАУЕХТ asked you about Lily Berne," said one of 
two friends, who had met after a long separation. "I 
dread to hear what you сап tell me about her. І was fond 
of her: she was my classmate at school, but after her amaz- 
ing marriage—which took place just before we moved to 
California—I have not wished to think of her. The idea of 
a gifted, high-souled girl marrying a clod with hardly 
more intellect than one of his own cattle was too pitiable. 
Of course no good came of the marriage." 

*What do you imagine came of it?" asked the other. 

*Why either she sacrificed her birthright and lowered 
to his level, or she left him." 

*She did neither. She made the best of her mistake and 
made the most of her husband." 

*What could she make of him? 
*sow's ear? ” 

“Perhaps not, for she has made the ‘silk purse’ of him— 
or a fair imitation of it. Her sub-conscious instinct must 
have detected the good there was in him. Much of his 
dullness came from soaking his brains in beer. She stopped 
this by making herself more entertaining and her house 
more inviting than the barroom and his boon companions. 
Then by clever coaxing she induced him to take pride in 
appearing well—in dressing neatly and holding himself up. 
You know he had no mother or sister to look after him. 
When his personal transformation had been effected, his 
good appearance was a surprise to himself and to others. 
She selected the books and magazine articles she knew would 
interest him—biographies of men who had done things, 
accounts of great enterprises and of foreign lands and their 
industries and governments. They read these together: if 
she did not enjoy them as much as he did, she pretended 
to. She never allowed him to suspect that she did things 
to develop him: she had too much tact for that. Through 
her influence, he employed labor-saving methods on his farm; 
this gave him time for other things. He had a turn toward 
politics and she encouraged him to become a candidate for 
the Legislature. His opponent was a seasoned office seeker, 
and the race was a close one. His speeches won the day. 
It was whispered that she wrote them and drilled him as 
to their delivery, but, anyway, they were effective. Не 
made a strong member of the Assembly. This was years 
ago: he is now in the State Senate: his views have weight 
and his integrity inspires confidence. So much for making 
the best of what had been called a bad bargain." 

*But to do this she effaced herself. She gave her fire 
to animate a man of clay and his gain was her loss," said 
the other, only half-way convinced. 

*Should you see her, you would not think so. She gave 
him of her fire, but he gave her of his calmness, his slow 
and sure common sense. She was over-excitable and im- 
pulsive. She is now à well-balanced, finely-poised woman. 
'They supplement each other, as all married persons should." 


а 
Chat 


ERE, where I am still lingering—far down on the Flor- 
ida peninsula, by the palm-sentineled banks of won- 
derful salt-water Indian River—there is such a riot of vari- 
colored wild flowers, such myriads of happy birds, such 
vivifying freshness in the air, such a blue and gold glory 
in sky and stream that it 
would seem an earthly Eden 
were it not that there is 
already a faint suggestion 
of evil wings on the air— 
the wings of the irrepressi- 
ble mosquito. 
Although the ax of civ- 
ilization, followed Бу the 


He was the proverbial 
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iron horse, Ваз probed the ancient arcana of Florida, her moss-shrouded 
swamps, her mysterious Everglades and her nacklace of bird-haunted islands, 
yet Romance still hovers around the historic peninsula, and it is little wonder 
that the dreamers of the North gather here by the lovely lakes and lilied 
rivers and establish colonies and build temples sacred to their creeds. · The 
first of these communities was the noted Spiritualists’ city, Camp Casadago, 
beside Lake Helen, which recently fell into disrepute, through having allowed 
the commercial spirit to creep into it; fakism being practiced by spirit photo- 
graphers and materialists to such extent that spiritual organs denounced Casa- 
dago methods and repudiated those mediums who resorted to deception to make 
money. 

The same blight fell upon the New Thought colony at beautiful Seabreeze, 
situated across the Halifax River and opposite fashionable Daytona, whose 
fine beach has recently been the scene of the exciting automobile races. Sea- 
breeze is reached from Daytona by a long bridge, built by Helen Wilmans 
Post—most noted of the New 'Thought exponents—who founded Seabreeze a 
dozen years ago as headquarters of the new cult. It prospered magically. 
Fine hotels, cottages and turreted mansions sprung up—largely through the 
money that flowed to Mrs. Post from her treatment and “absent” treatment 
of patients. The money-making facility proved her undoing. Тһе law laid 
its grasp upon her illegal use of the mails in her absent treatment work and 
the worry this occasioned her caused her death—premature, it was claimed, 
though she was over seventy. She had announced her intention of living on 
indefinitely, and her great vitality induced her adherents to believe she would 
carry out her purpose. í 

Another and later Florida colony, the Communistic Koreshan Unity es- 
tablished far down in an almost inaccessible spot not a great distance 
from Fort Myers, held to the same belief in an immunity from death. 
Consternation fell upon the Unity when last Winter its leader died. 
His body was kept from burial until the authorities intervened and ordered 
it interred. The colonists then announced that they would wait three months 
in the hope that their leader would have a resurrection. If this did not occur, 
they would give up and disband. Three months passed and there was no res- 
urrection at the Unity settlement. 


The last realm of mystery and primitive savagery in Florida has now been 
invaded. The long unexplored Everglades—home of the refugee remnant of 
Seminole Indians—is being surveyed and the work of draining and reclaiming 
the thousands of fertile acres is successfully progressing. The Indians look 
on in apathetic despair. Now and then they stealthily pull up the stakes 
planted by the surveyors. A hundred years ago, after the defeat of their 
great chief Oceola and the exile of the main tribe to Oklahoma, this fragment 
of the Seminoles—three hundred in number—took refuge in the cypress swamps 
and saw-grass islands of the creek-threaded Everglades where they have lived 
ever since in thatched palmetto cabins, the only free people on the continent, 
amenable to no taxation and no civilized law. The women cultivate patches 
of corn and sugar-cane; the men hunt and fish, make “moonshine” rum out 
of the cane juice, and occasionally make trips to Fort Pierce or Fort Myers 
in canoes dug out of cypress logs, carrying alligator hides and otter furs to 
exchange for bacon and cloth. 

Last week they held their annual Green Corn Festival—their one gala 
occasion at which there is feasting, dancing and marrying; but also trials for 
crimes and misdoings. The marriage ceremony is very simple. The girls 
start running; the young men run after them, and the man who catches a 
girl has a wife. Divorce is quite as easy; it is a matter of mutual agreement, 
but unfaithfulness in marriage is severely punished. Тһе women аге indus- 
trious, and have generally pleasant, intelligent faces. : 

It is said that Chief Tallahassee, who died some years ago, was a descend- 
ant of Malee, the Florida Pocahontas, who saved the life of Duncan McCrim- 
mon when he was bound to the torture stake and the tomahawk of her father, 
King Hillishago, was uplifted to strike him. A more romantic and tragic figure 
than Pocahontas is this Princess Malee of the Seminoles, and her story should 
be better known. History, through the letters of the English officers, Nicholls 
and Ambrister, declares that she was beautiful and accomplished—speaking 
English and Spanish, playing well upon the guitar, and gracing the diamonds 
and brocades sent her by King George of England and his court. She was 
the guest of the Spanish consul and his wite at the Fort of Saint Marks when 
young Robert Ambrister met her, and it was her fascinations, as much as 
Nicholls’ magnetism and his own love of adventure, which led the brilliant 
young Englishman to ally himself with the daring scheme to capture Florida 
for the Indians and their English abettors, a scheme which was blown to the 
winds by the single red-hot shot from the American ship which blew up the 
fort on the Apalachicola and scattered the bodies of its garrison of three hun- 
dred over the waters of the river. А few days later, Lieutenant Ambrister 
was shot by iron-hearted Andrew Jackson in sight of Malee who believed she 
had secured his pardon. 

The romantic history of Florida offers a rich field for fiction which some 
of the Open House writers might explore to advantage. 


Letters from the Members 


Patriotic Celebration at Panama 


Sunday, February 14, 1909—a day of days in the annals of American 

achievement, and a day long to be remembered in my scrapbook of touring 
experiences ! 
Empire, one of Uncle Sam's thriving little cities on the Isthmian Canal 
Zone. Every few minutes a long train of cars whizzes through the town, 
pauses for just a few moments to unload a cargo of human freight, but carries 
several carloads of dusky enthusiasts on beyond in both directions. No, 
Empire is too tame for these colored vacationists. They are going the limit 
—from Panama to Colon, and vice versa. “Рау-дау” has just occurred, and 
this is one way they have of getting rid of their surplus gold, which they 
usually do in a hurry. (Тһе terms “gold” and “silver” are used to distinguish 
Uncle Sam's money from the Panaman, the former being worth just double the 
silver of this little Republic.) 

These negro citizens of the Zone are a study. 
Kingston, Jamaica, last week, nearly four hundred of them boarded the ship 
—all deck passengers, coming to Panama to retrieve their shattered fortunes— 
for the earthquake left many of them penniless. Colon’s streets throng with 
the black beggars, but all seem anxious to work, more or less. As a rule they 
are fairly well educated, having been brought up as British subjects, and the 
lingo they inject into their everyday conversation, in their lame efforts at 
verbosity, is amusing in the extreme. 

But the festivities of to-day: Here are a few thousands of happy-hearted 
Americans, who, in the name of Uncle Sam, are pushing along the greatest 
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OUR Folks Used to Make Good 
Gravy—maybe they do yet, but in many 

a household it is a lost art. 

(| Grandmother's стату —how smooth it was— 

how good it tasted! ‘That was because she thick- 


. ened it with Kingsford’s Corn Starch and not with 
flour. Flour makes lumpy gravy and that raw taste. 


KINGSFORD'S CORN STARCH 


is the right thickening for gravies, for sauces and cream soups. 

@ Remember one thing—you can’t make perfect pie-crust without it—one 
part Kingsford’s to two parts flour is the recipe. Also, it makes а puff- 
paste that melts in the mouth. 

(4 A Word to Kingsford Friends—Send us the name of any young house- 
wife who thinks that Corn Starch is used only for puddings or desserts; we 
will send her our new little Book T, "What a Cook Ought to Know About 
Corn Starch.” We will gladly mail you without cost a copy too if you like. 


T. KINGSFORD & SON, OSWEGO, N. Y. 


NATIONAL STARCH СО., Successors 
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For over а quarter of a century the word “ Parkhill” has stood for the 
best in ginghams. Don’t experiment with doubtful grades— Parkhill 
| fabrics are guaranteed for fast color, wearing-worth and satisfaction. 
“Тойе Du Norde" 
Beautiful patterns, fast colors, new effects, best value anywhere. 
“Imperial Chambray” 
Be sure you get it in its Linen Finish. Dependable as the sun. 
“Parkhill Fine Ginghams” 


The queen of dress fabrics. Made of the best combed yarns and remarkable 
for their fast colors and originality of design. Insist. pee 


30 years a standard. 


Color and quality guaranteed. For sale everywhere. 


Samples on request 


PARKHILL MFG CO. 
z FITCHBURG: MASS. < 


Here Is Something New 
From Kalamazoo 


Prove for yourself in your own home, that the Kalamazoo is the most 
períect—most economical—most satisfactory range for you to use—Y our 
money back if it's not. 
Send for Catalog No. 342 with special terms and compare Kalamazoo prices with others 


Cash Or Time Payments 


We want every housewife to know the comfort and convenience of а Kala- 
тагоо in her home. You can buy on easy time payments or pay cash if 
youlike. Either way—you save $10 to $20 on any stove in the catalog, We 
make it easy for responsible people to own the best stove orerange in the world, 


МИҢ A Kalamazoo 


Direct to You. 


ANOTHER SPECIAL OFFER 


(From the New York Sun) 


*"The Bishop and the Boogerman” (Doubleday, Page & Co.) is a posthumous book by Joel Chandler Harris. The creator 
of Uncle Remus never wrote anything more fascinating in his life, than so much of this last story of his as is given up to the 


little girl and her wonderland of familiar spirits. 
“$2.00 You for $1.00 


he Bishop and the Boogerman” ч 24 А 
Uncle Remus's—The Home Magazine, опе year . 
COMPANY, ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


WOES OR со ў е А . 
Send postal note, check or currency to SUNNY SOUTH PUBLISHING 


55.1 "L| Both to 
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Have You Тһе Conveniences 
for Doing Business Quickly 
and Accurately ? 


Are the details of your business or profession arranged and filed so 
that you can have any paper or record instantly? If not, ask about 


Sainai 


which for the first time enable every man, no matter how small his 
business—to have those office conveniences which every large business 
to-day employs for handling its office detail. 


Ask to-day for our free book No. 8, about Sectionets. 


SHAWWALKER 


MUSKEGON, MICH. 


LOUISVILLE 


IBRARY SLIPS saved 


ONE IN EVERY PACKAGE 


ет емі. Ата = 


LIBRARY SLIP 


is worth One Cent in exchange for 
Magazine Subscriptions and for Books 


Library Slips are packed with Household Products listed below 
Library Slip Value is 5% of the purchase price of these products 


Library Slips are issued in denominations of М, %, M, 14 and upwards. Add these 
fractional Library Slips to make Full Library Slips. Combine and add 
Library Slips taken from different products 


One Library Slip in every package of 


Armour's Potted and Deviled Мема 
Armour's Star Sliced Bacon 
Armour's Extract of Beef 
Armour's Soluble Beef 
Armour's Luncheon Beef 
Banner Lye (Duinfectant) 
Banner Chloride of Lime 
Banner Dry Ammonia 
Bensdorp's (Royal Dutch) Cocoa 
Нее» Licorice Pastilles and Jujubes 
Jell-O Ice Cream Powder 
Mennen's Talcum Powder 
My Wite’s Salad Dressing 
None Such Mince Мен 
‘Pabst Extract, The "Bes" Tonie 


Beardsley's Acme Peanut Butt. 

Beardsiey's Shredded СоФбаһ 

Beardsley's Star Boneless Herring 

Calumet Baking Powder " Best by Test" 

Dunham's Original Shred Cocoanut 

Force, Korn Kinks, H-O Омтезі and all НО 
Products 

German-American Coffees and Teas 

Golden Egg Macaroni, Noodles, Spagherti, etc. 
Ротреал Massage Cream 
Pro-phy-lactic Tooth Brushes 
Pummo (а Glycerine-Pumice Soap) 
Scrub-E-Z (Scouring Soap) 
Sunny Monday Laundry Soap 
"3n-Onc " Od (100 Household Uses) 


Armour's " VERIBEST " Brands as follows: Pork and Beans—Pig's Feet— Tripe—Sliced Dried Beef—Corned 
Beef Hash—Corned Beef—Roast Becí— Brisket Beef—Ox Tongue—Lunch Tongue—Vienna Sausage—Luncheon 
Sausage—Sausage Meats—Hamburger Steak—Roast Mutton—Chicken Tamale—Hot Tamale—Chile Con 
Carne—Potted and Deviled Ham and Tongue—Potted Beef—Potted and Deviled Chicken and Turkey 
Skinned Lambs’ Tongue—Boned Chicken—Veal Loat—Ham Loaf—Beef Loal—Chicken Loaf. 


Send your LIBRARY SLIPS to 
MAGAZINE AND BOOK COMPANY 
116 West 14th Street, | New York City, М. Y. 


Send 2c stamp 
Slips 


or Library for 
complete catalog. 
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engineering project of the century, and to-day they are assembled—a happy, 
gala-day company, representing every state in the Union, to do homage to 
|"our idol,” as one of the speakers—a Southern gentleman, by the way—puts 
it Everywhere Old Glory is seen kissing the breezes of two oceans, as they 
| meet here, within seven miles of quaint old Panama, of a thousand historic 
memories; everywhere is seen the happy-go-lucky air, the confident swing, and 
the determined tread of America; everywhere is heard the contented chatter 
|of her queenly women—and my, how good these sights and sounds seem to 
| me, after a month among the Spaniards of the West Indies! 

On the band-stand the Marine Band from Bas Obispo, where our soldier 
boys are stationed, is discoursing everything patriotic, and we clap hands as 
the strains of “Hail Columbia” ring out; toss our hats and yell at beloved 
“Dixie”, and stand reverently with bared heads as the cornets eloquently peal 


“Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrims’ pride, 
From every mountain side 

Let freedom ring.” 


The speaker is telling of the virtues of the plain, homely president with 
the pine-knot schooling, and the hearts of the hearers throb with a new thrill 
of the old-time emotion that makes patriots of us all. And, as he closes with 
the eloquent declaration that he is proud that he is a Southerner and an 
American citizen, we all yell ourselves almost hoarse. Arid who would not? 
The cynic may call it a sort of hand-me-your-kind applause emotionalism— 
but we are all glad to be accused of it once in a while. 
| There are features about this celebration that seem unreal to me, while 
|in every sense the modus operandi is American. You of the dear land of Del 

Norte are shivering around furnaces to-day; we are sweltering beneath um- 
brellas—and he who is not attired in the conventional snow-white Panama 
suit, white hat, shoes and stockings, is not up-to-now in the tropics, at all. 
What a pretty scene it presents—men, women and children, all attired in the 
immaculate white, with a variegated contrast presented in the brown khaki 
uniforms of the Marines and the Canal Zone Police force in parade, and the 
black uniforms of the Knights of Columbus. 

There is little conventionality in the exercises. It is all the brilliant out- 
door life of the tropics, and out-of-doors we will remain. Across the street 
|the big Y. M. C. A. building is a blaze of decorations and alive with happy 
| humanity; beautiful women and dashing men. Тһе reading rooms are crowded 
| with men who are hungrily devouring such newspapers as came in on the 
bi-weekly steamer from New Orleans this morning, and the refreshment tables 
are all doing a rushing business with iced drinks and icé cream (the latter 
having come in by cold storage from New Orleans—for they make no cream 
on the Zone). 

In the afternoon most of the people go to the ball park, and the sur- 
rounding mountains re-echo all the afternoon with the alternating shouts of 
the “rooters” and the occasional booming of exploding dynamite around the 
works. For, like all public works, little regard is paid to the sacredness of 
the Lord's Day here—be it said to the shame of our civilization. А few hours 
ago a young postal clerk was telling me of the delightful times they had at 
the dances, when the Y. M. C. A.’s throw open their doors for the dancers 
| and the Panama railroad runs free excursion trains. 

*Don't the church folks object?" I ventured. 

“Oh, no, those who are too old-fashioned, just don't take any part in the 
dancing, that's all." 

And thus we have the two views of life on the Canal Zone—and yet not 
even a snapshot of the conditions here. For, I am greatly and happily sur- 
| prised to find Uncle Sam taking such excellent care of his people; housing 
|them in substantially-equipped and furnished quarters, with modern con- 
veniences, which many hotels cannot boast of. Апа the club houses of the 
Y. М. С. A., with even the liberties which they allow, are certainly a city 
of refuge in this far Southern land—for a stroll through the streets of wicked 
old Colon or Panama certainly reveals the need of a home for our boys. And 
the efforts that are made so successfully to give them a brilliantly lighted and 
equipped club-room for social recreation, physical and mental development, 
and for clean, popular entertainment, are certainly worth while. 

I could write at length of numerous great experiences touring the West 
Indies—Cuba and Jamaica—but will defer until a later time. Meantime, best 
wishes to all old friends of the Household. 

Empire, C. Z., Panama. 


Слкот, ELMORE. 


The Recording Angel 

New Years Day 1858 broke bright and beautiful over the village of 
Brattleboro in Southern Vermont. Тһеге had been a heavy fall of snow the 
previous evening, and now the sunlight glittered on houses “roofed with Car- 
rara." Everything looked strange and beautiful, and upon the village com- 
mon appeared a marvelous and mysterious object—the stately figure of the 
Recording Angel, standing tall and white with the noble uplifted brow and 
pen and tablet befitting his office. Тһе first man who saw it, hurried into 
town, declaring that he had seen a ghost. Others, on first beholding it, rubbed 
their eyes, believing it must be a vision. At length it was seen to be a piece 
of sculpture, carved not of marble, but of purest snow. Тһе majestic figure 
was eight feet high, limbs, drapery and wings beautifully perfect. Тһе pedestal 
on which the angel stood was four feet high, making the entire height of the 
sculpture twelve feet. Who had done this marvelous work? Who was it, who 
had wrought so mightily in a single night? Every one asked the question of 
his neighbor. At length the creator of the Recording Angel was found and 
identified, a village youth named Meade, unknown to fame, but in after years 
the world renowned sculptor, Larkin Goldsmith Meade. Few had known that 
the boy in their midst possessed the divine gift. His snow angel was beheld 
with awe and admiration. Many came to view it and it was pronounced the 
most unique production of the sculptor's art in this or any age. For twelve 
days it stood dominating the town, then came a sudden thaw, and it vanished 
as silently as it had appeared. Photographs were taken of the angel, and 
some of our Open House friends must have seen pictures of it. It was my 
privilege to meet its creator—now a courtly gentleman of seventy years, when 
after thirty years’ sojourn in Italy, he returned to his native America and in 
June, 1907, revisited Brattleboro—the scene of his boyish triumph. 

Brattleboro, Vermont. ARTHUR GooDENOUGH. 


Тһе Pirate's Pot of Money 


Mr. Orton's amusing account of the joke played upon the press club mem- 
bers, who were digging for relics at Washington Irving's home on the Hudson, 
reminds me of a similar incident told me in Bath, when I visited that ancient 
North Carolina coast town a few vears ago. Bath is one of the oldest towns 
in the Middle States, and in Colonial times it was the scene of many dramatic 
incidents, around which a thrilling historical romance might be built. Here, 
on the steep Western bank of Town Creek near Pimlico River stood the home 
of Governor Eden, and from his grand mansion a subterranean passage ex- 
tended to the creek, through which were conveyed the contraband goods taken 
from the vessels captured by the noted pirate, Edward Teach—better known 
as Blackbeard. Teach had his dwelling further down the creek on the 
Eastern bank. Here, when he came home, he held high revels and terrorized 
the citizens by firing upon every one he met in the streets. Afterwards, in 
a desperate fight with Lieutenant Maynard of the Virginia navy at Ocra Coke 
inlet, he was killed and his head cut off and carried on a bowsprit to Bath, 
where it was stuck up at an old rock wharf, remains of which are yet to be 
seen. Тһе pirate's head with the grim face and long black beard, must have 
been a ghastly sight. 


Teach was known to have buried stolen treasure in Bath. Dr. T. B. 
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Bonner of Aurora, N. C., tells of seeing a small iron chest full of old Spanish 
coin of the Fifteenth or Sixteenth centuries, which his uncle had found stick- 
ing out of the red clay bank of Town Creek after a gale and a high washing 
tide. The story of the night hunt of some young men of Bath for the pirate's 
buried treasures, is that, having previously located the desired spot on Arch- 
bell’s Point by means of a witch hazel rod, they set out, carrying a fish net 
along to disguise their purpose. Тһеу were accompanied by Professor Walling, 
an antiquarian, interested in the excavation of Indian relics. Having set their 
net, they began to dig for the treasure. After spading several feet in the 
clay, they concluded to rest and look after the net. While they were gone, 
Professor Walling, who liked a bit of fun, dug into the hole a foot or so and 
deposited in it a rusty old lantern, then filled in the earth over it and “stamped 
it hard". When the treasure hunters returned and dug up the lantern, they 
declared they were on the right track, as this must be the pirate's lantern he 
had used when he buried the pot. Тһеу dug away for a while with energy, 
then went again to see what the net had caught, and while they were away the 
Professor buried in the hole a few silver coins worn smooth, which he had 
purposely brought. When they resumed digging and found the coins, they 
executed a dance of triumph and began to dig furiously, only to be dis- 
appointed. They discovered the trick the Professor had played on them when 
somebody next day recognized the old lantern. 


Petersburg, Va. Si»xEY CUMMINGS, 


Is It a Delusion? 


Man is naturally a chivalrous animal and even the keen competition of 
the present day between the sexes has not been sufficient to kill the instinct, 
although it has been dealt some severe blows by the Brooklyn Bridge crush 
and a few other of the inventions of modern civilization. ‘One delusion in 
which man has always generously encouraged women is that of their supreme 
influence over the masculine sex. They have permitted women to believe they 
are like plastic clay in the hands of the female potter to be molded at will. 
The writings of women are full of allusions to this myth, and it is really too 
beautiful a dream to be dissipated, for at one time, at least, in the life of 
nearly every man, his supreme desire is to convince some woman that to him 
she stands in relation to the rest of the world as the sun to a glow-worm, 
and afterward, when she finds out differently, she hugs the shadow although 
the substance is gone. 

Great men have their weaknesses, and because a Marc Anthony could be 
hurled from fame to disgrace by a Cleopatra does not indicate that there are 
not thousands of the Average Man capable of moving on through life with 
very little heed to the smiles and frowns of women; in fact, if the truth were 
known, probably as many men have risen to distinction in spite of women as 
through. them. No truly great man can be dislodged from the pinnacle he 
has attained by the mere whim of woman. 'The man who announces to the idol 
of his heart that if she spurns him he will make hasty exit from this life 
is usually a lineal descendant of Ananias—otherwise he is as crazy as a March 


hare. But let us hope that until time is no more, for the sake of the romance | 
and chivalry of life, man will continue to encourage woman in this sweet 


delusion. The Recording Angel, we may be sure, makes no entry when mere 
man perpetrates a prevarication of this nature. 


New York City. F. L. Овтох. 


The Case of James and Rebecca 


My business gives me access to the books containing the time-yellowed 
records of Legislative proceedings in Georgia of more than a century ago. 
There are some curious items, and among these the following case of matri- 
monial infelicity which called for a special enactment by the Senate and House 
of Representatives—this enactment being assented to by Governor Josiah 
Tattnall on December 1, 1801: 

"Whereas, it has been made known to the Legislature that the conduct of 
James Echols towards his wife and children has for a long time been marked 
by great cruelty and injustice, exhibiting more the frantic violence of an 
insane man than the clemency of a rational and humane husband: 

_ "Sec. l. Be it therefore enacted by the Senate and House of Representa- 
tives of the State of Georgia, That from and after this act Rebecca Echols 
of Oglethorpe County, wife of James Echols, shall be entitled to possess and 
enjoy in her sole right all such estate, either real or personal, as she may 
hereafter acquire, by gift, purchase, or descent, in as full and ample a manner 
as if the said Rebecca Echols had never been married to the said James Echols, 
€ from the claim or claims of him the said James or his creditors, or any 
of them." 

, Our Chief Executive has great cause for thankfulness that matrimonial 
grievances do not come before him now for settlement, for if such was the 
case, the affairs of State would surely suffer. 'The offending James seems to 
have gotten off with no heavier punishment than relinquishing all claims to 
Rebecca's estate. It is a consolation to think that perhaps that hurt him. 

G'eorgia. M. 5. McDaxizr. 


All Men Not Equal 


I do not believe with Sigfried of Mississippi that “luck is a big factor in 
achieving success." А fortunate turn or combination of events may come to 
any individual incidentally, and if he follows this up intelligently, he may 
have a prosperous career, but luck does not stick to a particular man in an 
unaccountable way, without effort on his part. Men are not all born equal, 
notwithstanding the popular saying. St. Paul declares that men are like the 
potter's vessels—some made for honor and others for dishonor; and he says 
further that we have no right to blame the Almighty for this—it is necessary 
to his plan in the great human drama. АП cannot have ten talents, as Jesus 
intimated in his parable, but all may make the best of what talent is given 
them. *Act well your part, there all the honor lies," says Pope. If all men 
had been given the genius of Shakespeare, there would be no diverse char- 
acters to portray. If all men had been born fighters and strategists like Napo- 
leon, the world would soon be like the scene of the fight between the Kilkenny 
Cats. If all men were as great religious preachers as Johnathan Edwards, 
Beecher and Talmage, there would be none by whom their exhortations would 
be needed. 


| 


| 
| 
| 


All of us have our individual capabilities and our places to fill | 


in Creation's plan, just as a wagon or carriage has its dozen or more different | 


Parts, some more showy and seemingly more important than others—but all 
needed to make up a vehicle that will go. If each of us does his part, the big 
wagon (or shall we call it the Motor Car?) of humanity will arrive at the 
goal, propelled by the great motive power—the divine force—the vital will 
of the Creator. 


Alabama. Т. L. ROBINSON. 


Every Parent a Missionary 


Talk of homes and foreign missions; every father and mother is, or should 
a missionary. Not until parents realize that they are responsible, not only 
for the child's physical and mental being, but for his soul, will we have a 
Christianized country. Тһе unformed soul of every child is given into the 


charge of the parents that it may be moulded and trained for earthly use and | 


for God's service. This is missionary work of a high order. Children are 
preached to, world without end. They hear the injunction of St. Paul: 
"Children, оһеу your parents."—and some of them know in their hearts that 
their parents are not always worthy of being obeyed. St. Paul's charge was 
а double one—to children and also fo parents, though as the charge to children 
comes first, many parents seem to stop at that, and do not read farther down, 
Where the apostle en joins: “Fathers do not provoke your children to anger." 


A"Home , 
Comfort” Stove |) 


Have you solved the 
“Home Comfort” prob- 6 
lem for this coming 
summer ? 

Are you planning to put 
the coal range out of com- 
mission ? 

Will you do the family 
boiling, stewing and frying 
іп a sane and restful man- 
ner over a stove that does 
not overheat the kitchen ? 


Youcan doall this with the 


NEW PERFECTION 
Wick Blue Flame Oil Cook-Stove 


The “New Perfection" is different from all other oil stoves. It has 
a substantial CABINET TOP like the modern coal range, with a com- 
modious shelf for warming plates and keeping food hot after cooked—also 
drop shelves on which the coffee pot or teapot may be placed after re- 
moving from burner—every convenience, even to bars for holding towels. 
Nothing adds more to the pleasure of a summer home 
than a "New Perfection" Oil Cook-Stove in the kitchen. 
Made in three sizes. Сап be had either with or without 


La m All that a lamp should 
о р be the Rayo is. Well 
made — ornamental— not easily tipped 
over — has perfect combustion — greatest volume of light for 
oil consumed — burns longest with one filling. 
If not with your dealer write our nearest agency. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY, 
, (Incorporated) 


The 


Cabinet Top. Ifnotatyourdealer’s, write ournearest agency. 
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ө AES mend 


Я game in existence, 
a. : town. 


ally patronized by the best people of both sexes. 
Stalled, conveniently portable. No ге 
ате nearly all profit. Nearly 5,000 sold to 
ments and our catalog is free. 
Write for catalog. 


PATENTEES, 1446 Van Buren St., Indianapolis, ind. 


boy needed. 
date, We sell on pay- 


$150 


Is the result from the operation of one 
American Box Ball Alley in Sullivan, Ind. 

Why not go into this business yourself? It 

is the most practical and popular bowling 
It will make big money in any 
These alleys pay from $25.00 to $65.00 each, 
per week. This is no gambling device, but a splendid 
bowling game for amusement and physical exercise. Liber- 


Quickly in- 
Receipts 


AMERICAN BOX BALL COMPANY, 


| Schools and Summer Camps | 


COPY THIS SKETCH 
and let me see what you can do with it. 
You can earn $20.00 to $125.00 or more, 
per week as illustrator or cartoonist for 
newspapers or magazines. My practical 


Ves 
4 AZ 
(- 4 «Э. system of personal individual lessons by 
” тай will develop re talent. Fiíteen 
years successful work for newspapers and 
Ww magazines qualifies me to teach you. 
V. 


Send me your sketch of President Taít 
with 6c in stamps and I will send you a test 
lesson plate, also collection of drawings show- 

ing possibilities for YOU. Тһе Landon School 
of Illustrating & Cartooning,1433 Schofield Bldg. 
Cleveland, Ohio. 


DO YOU LIKE TO DRAW? 

That's all we want to know. 
Now, we will not give you any grand prize 
—or a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. 
Nor do we claim to make you rieh in & 
week, But if you are anxious to develop 
your talent with a successful cartoonist, 
so you can make money, send a copy of 
this picture, with 6 eents in stams for 
portfolio of eartoons and sample lesson 
plate and let us explain. 


The W. L. Evans School of Cartooning 
848 Kingmore Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 


Reopens April 1. 
With its unique feature of а 


p The moral, religous and social 


z . 


225 (INCORPORATED ) %2 


CAPITAL STOCK $30,000 


4 When you think of going to school, write 
Business--7: OR and special offers of the lead- 
ing business and shorthand schools. Address J. Н. KING, 
President King's Business College, Raleigh, N. C., cr Char 
lotte, N.C. Telegraphy taught. We also teach Bookkeeping 
shorthand,penmanship by mail.Send for homestudy circular | 


The Merrill-van Laer School 


Boarding and Day School for Girls. Formerly The Peebles 
and Thompson School 30, 32 and 34 East 57th Street, New 
York, N. Y. 


Library Training School 
Carnegie Library of Atlanta 
A Complete Course of Technical Instruction for Library 
Work. Entrance Examination to be given in June. 
For Catalog, address JULIA T. RANKIN, Director 
Carnegie Library of Atlanta, Ga. 


Location. Ideal spot in beautiful Michigan. 
Advantages. 


Fall term of the School begins September 28. 


GUNSTON HALL 


trated catalogue. 


RENAU 


ings including sorority houses. 60 


tauqua July 4th to Aug. 5th. Special 


vacation instead of the usual Summer one, 
this school is an admirable one for Southern 


of the highest order, and the limit of sixty 
girls insures personal care and attention, 
and zndividual instruction, Special courses 
in Art and Music. Its location, at an eleva- 
tion of 2200 feet, isan unusually healthful 
one. Rates, $300. Send for catalogue. 
Miss DuBose, Principal 
Rev. E. J. Batty, Director 


CAMP 


OHIO MILITARY INSTITUTE 


Lake Leelanau, Michigan, July 6. 


A beautiful Colonial Home School for Young Ladies. 


FAIRMOUNT 


A Church School for Girls 
MONTEAGLE, TENNESSEE 


Winter 


training 


Healthful camp life, tutoring, boating, 
swimming, fishing, hunting, trip on Great Lakes, address, 
A. M. HENSHAW, Commandant, 

Box 17, College Hill, Ohio. 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, Washington, 1906 Florida Ave., N. Y. 


Illus- 


MR. AND MRS. BEVERLEY R. MASON, Principals. 
М155 E. M. CLARK. LL.A., Associate Principal. 


COLLEGE AND CONSERVATORY, Gaines- 
ville, Ga. —35 teachers ; 22 build- 


pianos. 2 pipe 


organs. Gymnasium and athletic field; campus of 75 
acres, Ideal climate. Summer School June 24th. Chau- 
courses for music 
teachers. Address Post Office Box 101 for Catalogue. 


When writing advertisers kindly mention Uncle Remus’s—The Home Magazine. 
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Some parents must dread to read this passage aloud in the hearing of the | 
children, for they know that these young minds are quick to note and under- 
D. 
| 
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| Get Our Saleh 
“Tregt” : ) 
Вох оў 


| Sorority - 
| "ww Chocolates 


ST to introduce Sorority Chocolates 
where their goodness is not known— 
To prove to you that no matter what 
candy you've been eating—Sorority 
Chocolates— "Тауіог-Майе”--аге indescribably 
better—more delicious. 


We want to send you free, Our "Treat" Box of Sorority 1 : i 4 Б ] 
Creams—a dainty miniature of the full pound box—enough to The writer I mentioned says the trouble with Kansas farmers is that they 
fully convince you how good they are. 


All k наў рр 2 dh г са " - try to handle too much land and in old fashioned ways. Their agricultural 
| we ask you to do 1s to send us e name of your candy 2% Ч z 3. : Р . rae . 5 
dealer and five2-cent stamps for postage and packing. д 24. ME herir gr pote mie еы ue дыры еы e бол у one 
M Sorority Chocolates are Chocolates De Luxe—the extra-fine l ; g. e tarms аге not supplied with modern machinery nor the homes with 
kind—long made by us as a "private stock" for our most exact- ; M up-to-date conveniences. In Missouri, he says, on hundreds of farms the women 
ing customers. Now on general sale. have nothing to do but take down the telephone receiver when some one else's 
Crisp, snappy coverings of finest chocolate—delicious, mouth- қ сай rings and listen to some one else's business. Machinery does the house- 
melting centers. Always pure—íresh—unbroken. A е А, 


; Sano iad are ked 3 2 ` TUS work, as was told by *Old Subscriber" who got after Caroline Burke and Mrs. 
Б Жана Ака а by Peni Дыс à — 2 Bryan, and Mr. Roosevelt because they intimated that all farm homes were 


4 ^ 3 а; — 77 not ideal like hers. She would think otherwise pretty soon if she had to live 

Sorori Girl Artists" Duplicates eet 8 on a farm where washing, ironing, соо drawing water or bringing it from 

7—3:. AE a spring had to be done by the women of the house, who performed the same 

A famous artist has done for us in water colors a series of T og routine of work day after day with no diversion save an occasional “social” 

ten fascinating college girl types—just the thing forframing— Д m ЗГЕ and listening оп Sunday to the discourse of a preacher who talked to them 
for your den. басні . / Ба is of the eternal punishment that would probably be theirs hereafter. 

o oe pipet dl ee c im А ша l Ж; x My Kansas brother says in his letter that community farming is the solu- 


stand, and many parents are conscious that they do provoke their children, 
through their own temper, unreasonableness, or want of self control. I fully 
believe in controlling children, but it should be done wisely, thoughtfully, not 
in anger or on impulse; not without deliberate judgment. First, get your 
mood right before God, and then proceed to set your child right. Punishment 
is sometimes necessary, but it should never be administered in anger or on 
impulse. Тһе switch is the usual instrument of punishment, and it is some- 
times necessary and does good. Most children stand in wholesome awe of the 
switch, But its frequent use destroys its good effect. Love is a cure for 
many childish wrong-doings. Many wayward children can be wisely loved 
into being good. 
Camilla, Ga. BROWNING. 
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Тһе Farm Home іп West Kansas 


I wish I were a scribe like the farmer who wrote a letter to the American 1 
Magazine from his farm, west of Dodge City, Kans. It is just where I live * 
myself, and conditions on our place are like those he describes, only our home 
folks are not as venturesome as his brothers who left the farm because it 
was dreary and monotonous and their father required them to work from 
seven o'clock in the morning until dark, yet refused to give them a share in E 
the earnings of the farm. Тһе sisters, too, had quit home, and gone to town 4 
because it was too lonely on the farm, and housework, unaided by machinery E 
or modern conveniences, was too hard, particularly when such work brought i 
them only a support. My two sisters and my brother and I never think | 
seriously of leaving the old folks. We аге too fond of them and of each other, 
but life here is wearying and I can see how fast my sisters are losing their 


good looks and their bright spirits and my brother has lines in his face as if 
he were forty. 
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1 dollar, and we will include three of ) Lig : tion of the problem which he would suggest to Mr. Roosevelt's commissioners. 
2 а аа аа ped 4 / Ee - а The Open House suggested this, I believe, some time ago, the editor saying 
Address today. . ^ p Pee z that as few farmers were able to have homes with modern conveniences and 
: E^ 2» Taylor ja |as conditions on farms seldom allowed the women particularly, sufficient 
Taylor Brothers Company V. p d 455 Taylor Bldg: е | Society and diversion, it would be well to live together in a community where 
355 Taylor Bldg. 24 — . a mee , | they might co-operate in having laundry work done by machinery, and where 
Battle Creek, Mich e pou gentlemen: 7 Enck please а library and а public hall for lectures, exhibition and social gatherings would 
z Um 227 and packing on miniature box of Sorority Bi be convenient to all. The farm meantime would be adjacent to the village 
ee ee ee Ё ж. 277. <Уосомев-Тау1о:-Маде to be sent (апа might also be worked co-operatively with improved machinery. This plan 
rar Ў rd m Салы D аа ER 2... d | sounds well on paper. I don't know how it would work out practically. It is 
Chocolate Marshmallows, d My nam 


ада ца GUA ru. | carried on successfully, as I read, in foreign countries. But, anyway, we farm 
oO My address is — 2135 folk will need to changge our old fashioned ways and try to have up-to-date 


i ЕРТЕДЕ methods, good roads and domestic conveniences, and to give our sons and 
TEA ШЕ 2а. | daughters а share in the earnings of the farm. 


Kansas, Horace HEMPHILL, 


The Monkey as a Servant 


The Kidnapping of I knew a lady who had as a pet a monkey whose clever doings she never 


tired of recounting, and indeed, Jack did some wonderful, as well as amusing 


things. He was sent to her from South America by her brother, who wrote her 
PR Е % І D E NT i IN CO ў М that she must “be good to Jack. If he needs punishment, put him іп his cage 


for a while, but on no account whip him." She seldom had occasion to confine 


|him in his cage. Не ran all over the house and yard. She taught him to be 
By JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS | neat, to wash his face and hands and to wash and polish his tin drinking cup, 
(рап and spoon. He also scoured the kitchen pans, knives, forks and spoons. 
ES Oar one war-dtoctve stories a if mew. “Не тил tates аза DRE SEE CAE work: MAD DM. Vii MO 
in which Billy Sanders, the Sage of Shady Dale, his delight at being praised. Не understood when he was pleasing his mis- 
: and the famous Captain. McCarthy play the tress, and would look at her for approval. When he very much wanted any- 
leading roles. No more absorbing, vital and human thing that was denied him, he would cry like a grieved child. He had a quick 
detective stories have been printed. Тһе ргіп- ете Ж party ng aco h es дасна "gre? As E picis: 
: 22“ : А : : » | he one day, in a fit of anger, threw his doll and ball into the fire. is mistress 
cipal story is "The Kidnapping of ручая XE |got them out before they were injured, but she would not give them to him, 
and is based on a historic incident. Lincoln's kindly | despite his begging, until she felt he was sufficiently punished. He never after- 

nature is fully portrayed, and the passages between |wards tried to destroy them. 

y р y : ў 
Billy Sanders and the President make these two Jack performed a number of useful services. He had a little broom, and 
А : [Ве would sweep the house, sweeping clean and well, but if the cat came his 
fairly live before Apex Аы | way, he would stop work and chase her with the broom. Nothing pleased him 
4 Н Н H better, however, than to feed the cat and the dog. Не would steal bits of 
The Kidnapping of President Lincoln . . . . $1.50 ‘cake and bread to give them. Mischief was inherent in him. If his mistress 
This Magazine 15 months (10 cents per copy) . 1.50 had her hat on the bed or table, he was sure to get it as soon as she was out of 
Full price for the two $3.00 sight, put it on before the mirror and give himself airs, but when he heard 
. . . < . 


her coming, he would run out, scamper up a tree and throw the hat down to 
OUR PRICE FOR BOTH ... $1.50 her. 


He would stay out until he thought she had forgotten his offense, then 
(Which means that you get Uncle Remus's—The Home Magazine 15 months and this come in quietly and begin to sweep. 


He learned to use the scissors, but they 
fascinating book for the price of the book alone.) 


had often to be kept from him, as he enjoyed cutting up things. He was a 

winsome little creature and his mistress loved him and kept him many years. 
| When he at last died of pneumonia, she grieved for him sincerely. 

UNCLE REMUS'S—THE HOME MAGAZINE | Her brother had can an АТА sportsman, but one day while he 

ATLANTA, GEORGIA was hunting in South America, he heard a noise in a tree, looked up and saw 

a little monkey. He thought he would scare it by shooting near it, but alas, 

the shot took effect in the happy little creature’s body, and it fell to the 

ground, where it lay moaning. He went to it and it reached out its hands to 

him as if asking to be helped. Не picked it up and tried to staunch the 

wound. It was a most pitiful sight, he said, and he felt almost as if he 


had killed a child, He vowed then if God would forgive him, he would never 
CROOKED SPINES -STRAIGHTENED take the life of another living thing, save in self-defense. He held the 


This is a short time offer, so send check, postal note or express order for $1.50 AT ONCE to 


і CURE YOURSELF OR YOUR CHILD AT HOME, WITHOUT PAIN OR INCONVENIENCE little creature until it died, and he buried it with tears. After this he gave 
С.) OF ANY SPINAL DEFORMITY WITH THE seine ty mare teed pining gi up hunting. I would that many or all who seem to enjoy killing the little 
No matter how old you are, or how long you have suffered, or is É TOT А 3 anc rg 4 = d ar Aue 
whatkind of spinai deformity you have, there is a cure for you by ; animals and birds that live in God's green woods could be conscience-stricken. 
Due ате То орчин CHEM quete ana 7 I wish the hunting season would be cut down to just a few days once a 
i i iv ort to : s 3 
Ы delet оне Iiis ne suey б take of or puton А : year or not so often. I may be considered а bit стапЕу or too soft-hearted, 
as a coat, causes no inconvenience, and does not chafe or irritate. EA but I am truly glad to be able to say that no creature owes its death to me. 
EQ irte ea war I try to persuade my women friends against hunting. I cannot see how they 
a Se - 7 suade \ é . “ see а y 
CURE YOURSELF AT HOME. mu x5 x | JD pera анлы "3 tas ER odi hi ў 1 fuil 
Муй AG " ў | сап enjoy killing helpless things. ove to see wild creatures happy and fu 
The Sheldon Appliance is made to order to fit each individual perfectly. cx di UT. 1 5 і : : А : 
weighs ounces, where other supports weigh pounds. The price is within the nr of life. Тһе birds are my friends. АП day in Spring, Summer, and until 
] 4 ай. JER : os = 5 М ұғы а 

m аж, абва БК зет Us It 30 Days |late Autumn, my home is vocal with their songs and chirpings. At night the 
ава аа a Le Lan USD y з | | mocking bird favors me with delightful serenades. Thus solitude is sweetened 

If you or your child are suffering from any spinal trouble, hunchback, or < - p й» - Ў ж : 
\ аўся crooked spine, write at once for new book with full information and refer- 9 че | and depression chased away. I see that a noted woman humanitarian—author 

Маден ences. Wehave strong testimonials from every State іп the Union. 212. A Сее 


of a strong book, “Тһе Shambles of Science”—will soon visit this country, 
hoping to impress people with the cruel wrong of torturing dumb creatures 
for scientific experiment. Мау she succeed and exert an influence that will 


PHILO BURT MFG. CO., 254 5th Ste, Jamestown, N. b c 


VOR EXAMINATION 
High quality hair goods at most remarkable 
е. All switches have short stems, made of 
ne selected human hair. 
25 от, 221n. Switch . . 7% 
25 oz. 24іп. Switch . . . 1.9 
8 oz. 26 іп. Switch засе . 
2 oz, 22 іп. natural wavy Switch . к 
Bet of eight Coronet Puffs 4 е -95 
Della Carson 12 curls Cluster Puffs 2.95 
Natural wavy Pompadour, extra heavy 1.50 
The above prices are for or shade of 
hair only. Send sample of your hair and we 
will send you any of the above items 
for free examination, If satisfactory andthe 
biggest bargains you ever saw, remit the price, 
Our $1.85 natural wavy switch sells every 
where for $4.00; our 12 curls Della Care 
son cluster at $2.95 sells for $5.00. We save 
you big poner on all kinds of hair goods. 
Extra FreeOffer. Send full amount for 
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spread over the country, inaugurating a crusade in behalf of defenseless 
animals and birds. I have often wondered how refined and kindly people, 
professing Christianity, can be so indifferent to the wrongs done our brother 
beings on the lower plane. 


Texas. GERALDINE. 


Another Chance 


When we contemplate the deficiencies in human nature, the failure in 
many noble lives, we are fain to ask, “Will God give us another chance? Will 
it be worth His while, or will He leave us with the flower dust, the ashes 
of song birds, the leaf-mould that once greenly-beautiful decked the trees 
overhead, but now lies decaying that it may be ready to feed new life expressed 
in fresh organisms?” 

We could do better if we had another chance—so we think, not quite 
losing faith in ourselves despite the blunders we have made. When youth and 
health are ours we give little thought to the matter. Opportunities to improve 
our past work are ours then. But when age, or failing health, makes us 
feel that the end may be near, we ask with all the earnestness of a last hope: 
“Will God give us another chance?” 

In “Ships That Pass in the Night” there is a pathetic conversation between 
Mr. Reffold—a dying consumptive, who had vainly sought relief at Peterhoff— 
the Mecca of invalids—and Bernadine; a clever, plain young woman, broken 
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Buy YourSummer 


Dresses Now! 


Here is a Big Bargain 
A Three-Piece Suit $5.50 


OUR NEW SPRING AND SUMMER CATALOGUE 


is a necessity in every home away from New York, (Amer- 
ica’s әжеге "- buying center). It places all the New 
York shoppin; van 
pages is Ilustrated and described all that is new, stylish 
and correct in wearing apparel for women, men and chil- 
dren; all the latest novelties and household supplies. The 
prices quoted are lowest in America. We tell you in our 
catalogue how to save express and freight charges. We 
guarantee the quality of every piece of merchandise we 
sell. The demand forour catalogue is always very great. 
To avoid disappointment, be sure to write for it today. It is 
FREE. Address Dept. 4T. 
No. 69х2Т--ТҺіз attractive 


Three-Piece Washable Coat 
Suit is one of the season's most 


es right in your home, as in its 265 


any of above articles and we will send you. ў 
absolutely free € s large bali TNNT 
shell Hair Pins. MEMB т 
$1.85 c виза 
inch natural 


down with overwork, but brave, cheerful, sympathetic—a comfort to the hope- Nee PENA В й 
less invalid. Не called her “Little Brick". It was sad to her to see him is made of A a gd 
passing away so lonely, so uncomplainingly. pink, lavender, reseda and 
"I'm a chap who wants very little,” he said опе day. “Those who want little, | ба. The Jacket is most ed 

get nothing." Не turned his face to the wall Тһе sound of the sleigh bells Shape at bottom, back and 
А А ront; it is ela 4 - 

of a party of pleasure seekers came up through his window: he heard the | med with rows of pretty lace 
laugh of his gay, beautiful wife. Bernadine understood the pang he felt at | insertion: center vents іп back 


MBER, we refund 
money if not satisfactory. 

We are sole distributors of the Della Car- 
son beauty preparations. Miss Carson was 
adjudged the most beautiful woman in the 
world, and awarded the $10,000.00 prize in 
the National beauty contest by the Chicago 
Tribune. ''The True Secret of Beauty,” 
written by Miss Carson, also our handsomely 
illustrated catalogue showing complete line 


А е 5 and front are trimmed with 
of wigs, pompadours, and other hair goods 7% ФД the thought that the one dearest to him cared so little that he was going out | large self covered buttons; 
will be sent free on request. $2.95 for, Oar of her life full coat sleeves. Тһе Jumper 


C€O0NNEY BROS., Dept. 240 son 12 curl cluster 


Dress isa stylish model: «an 
“48 Wabash Ave. Chicago, Ill. Раб, worth $5.00. 


be worn over guimpe or shirt- 
waist; is made with two wide 
plaits in front and back of 
waist, finished at yoke, arm 
holes and down left side with 
lace insertion; full flarinz 
skirt trimmed at bottom with 
1 1 1 1 а deep loose fold of self e 
is it ¢ i ҮЗДІ rial; it is attached to the 

Or is it all ended in the lonely little ee HALLA ere epe po e 
sertion; has the е апа ар- 

«Хх pearance of а costume; 
& Хо опе knows, and people fastens іп back; sizes 32 to 44 
The mystery remains, and we cannot solve | bust. Length 38 to 43 $5.50 

ж е іпсһев. Ргісе . . . . 


But he uttered no complaint; when he spoke it was to say in a weak, 
low voice, “Little Brick, I have something on my mind. You wont leugh; І 
em F , know you are not that sort. Апа perhaps you can tell me something; you 
Your Drinking id - mm are thoughtful and clever. You must have thought about life and death more 
Water Should be | than I have. Do you believe we get another chance after death—a chance 
|to behave less like brutes and curs? 
churchyard there?" 
FILTERED “І do not know," the girl answered gently. 
have gone mad trying to guess. 
ER enone т it: a only think and Hopes 
ter in only a short ‘Tell me what you think, Little Brick.” : B 
time would surprise “І think God will give us another chance, and that each of us will take it Siegel Cooper Co.'s 
Clean ire el and do better. Life is very hard. God understands that more perfectly than | Liberal Guarantee 
water when our we can with our limited intelligence. Sometimes, I think He will be surprised, 
Monmouth not because we are not better, but that we are not worse. I would not worry: is absolute and goes with each 
Filter and 


У - article purchased from this ad- 
make up your mind to do better if you get the chance, and leave the rest | vertisement or fr 

Cooler removes 

allsediment. Renders water pure as if taken 


not prove satisfactory in every 
* 3 best value you ever secured, 
I will try to sleep now and dream of your little sermon. And I am not to 
А charges will be promptly re- 
Filter and Cooler He closed his eyes wearily and slept into the to-morrow to try another chance. | styles at bargain prices. The 
Siegel Cooper Co, NEW 
а child can handleit. Capacity eight gallons, 


om our cata- 
to God » logue. If your purchase does 
“15 that what you think, Little Brick? Well, that is good enough for me. | detail if it does not prove the 
from a spring. Filters ice and water. return it to us at our expense 
worry, am І?” and your money апа all 
Monmouth Simple Gravity “No,” she said, “you are not to worry," and she glided out of the room. | funded. The advantages are 
ы e all-yours—New York's latest 
7 > risk all ours. 
isa big advantage over rusting metal tanks Shorter College, Rome, Ga. Grace Wisox. Do not confuse the name of 
or open jugs. No wearing out—no trouble— YORK. with a fi t eimi 
. . 1 a firm of s ar 
most desired size. If your dealer does not The Singing Ghost name in another city. We 
keep the Monmouth Filter we will ship 


have no branch houses. You cannot get NEW YORK'S 


one anywhere in the United States for $5.00, 
charges prepaid. $6.00 west of Denver. Safe 
delivery guaranteed. Thirty days 
trial. Booklet on request. Weert RS 
Look for Maple Leaf Trade бокам! 
Mark. Оп Stoneware it signi- Мохнёстя 
fies the best. ~ 


WESTERN STONEWARE 00. 


350 Sixth Ave., Monmouth, Ill. 


There is no excuse for prematurely gray, faded, streaked or 
ugly hair. You can restore your hair to its former color, 
brightness and youthful beauty, without assistance, in the 
Privacy of your own home, by simply combing it with the 


HAIR рувіке COMB 
DYEING COM 

Puts lustre, life and beauty into dull, faded, lifeless hair, 
and changes it to any desired color. Any shede matche 


exactly. Imparts uniform, natural color. Used like an ordi- 
nary comb. The most practical method. Not sold in stores, 
FREE ''The Book of the Hair’’ a 32 page illustrated booklet 
telling all about the Ideal Comb and containing valuable ine 
formation about the care of the hair and scalp. Write for 6 
to-day. Н. D. COMB CO., Dept. 46, 25 West 21st St, №. Y, 


If we pay you 


a salary 


will you help us introduce SYSTEM 
to business men in your locality? 


We can guarantee you a salary each 
month under a plan which will not inter- 
fere with your regular work in any way. 
Send us your name before your territory 


is covered. 


THE SYSTEM С0., Dept. 0, 151-153 Wabash Ave., Chicago 


З WHEEL CHAIRS 5.0 Scio 
often an invalid's 
КУ ——— greatest comfort. 
Э We offer over 75 styles of these easy, self- 
propelling and Invalid's Rolling Chairs, 
with latest improvements. Ship direet from 
factory to you, freight prepaid, and sell on 
THIRTY DAYS' TRIAL 
Liberal Discounts to all sending for 
free Catalog NOW. 
2 GORDON МЕС. CO. 
416 Madison Ave, TOLEDO, 0. 


What do the readers of the Open House believe concerning the question 
now agitating the thinking world—can those who have passed beyond commu- 
nicate with the living here? Not many years ago this question would have 
been treated contemptuously as proceeding from ignorant superstition, but 
to-day scientists, clergymen, physicians and college professors are giving it 
earnest investigation, and the people are eagerly awaiting the result of their 
researches. No wonder; for the question, *If a man dies, shall he live again?" 
is the most momentous that can engage the consideration of mankind. 

Stories of supernatural appearances and haunted nouses have always had 
a fascination for me. I never knew but one house that had a ghostly repu- 
tation. It was a large old house standing on a sunny slope in Kansas. Once 
it had been the scene of a gruesome murder. Ever afterward it was under 
а ban. Tenants stayed but a short time. There were tales of strange sounds 
—ghostly singing, footsteps and groans heard in the night. For a while the 
house was vacant—then an elderly Irish couple came and rented it. One day 
Mr. Sullivan, who had gone upstairs, came stumbling down in wild haste. 
“Wife, Pm going to die," he gasped. “I’ve had a warning. I heard a sperrit 
upstairs singing ‘Pull for the Shore." 

His wife looked at his white scared face. 
said, “ГІ attend to that ghost" She started upstairs with a firm step, but 
inward perturbation. When she reached the landing, she heard the voice. 
The low queer singing seemed to be all around her, but a quick search revealed 
no one in the rooms. Cold chills began to run through her and she was about 
to leave the field to the ghost, when her ear caught a suppressed chuckle. 
Looking overhead, she called out, “Joe, come down from that loft this minute." 
The hired boy's grinning face appeared at the trap door of the loft overhead 
and he jumped down and apologized, saying he had come in to return a 
tool while the man and his wife were out, and was tempted to play a trick on 
the old man, who had boasted that he was not afraid of ghosts. “Ва, I 
didn't think he would be so skeered. Sakes, how he run!” chuckled the boy. 

*You go straight and tell him it was you," commanded the old lady, “апа 
whatever he does to you, you deserve it." 

That night the hired boy was heard to mutter as he scraped some Kansas 
mud from the seat of his trousers “The old man don't wear a number ten 
for nothing." A Kansas Woman. 

Hiawatha, Kansas. 


“Tim, go feed the cow,” she 


Beautiful and Curious Churches in Rome 


Mrs. Bryan’s editorial, “The Queen of Hearts,” interested me the more 
perhaps that I have seen how well beloved are the Queen and the King of Italy 
by their subjects. I was in Rome just a year ago, and visited one of the 
royal palaces. The paintings, statuary and furnishings were fresh and modern, 
a pleasing contrast to the decay and antiquity of almost everything else in 
Rome. When the king and queen drive along the Corso, as they did every 
fine day, thousands of people raised their hats, and children threw kisses to 
them as they passed. The late King Victor Emmanuel is held in loving remem- 
brance by the Italians. He was buried in the Pantheon, and when I saw his 
tomb the day after Easter, it was covered with fresh flowers. 

I tried to visit all of the four hundred churches in Rome, but was not able 
to see the interior of half of them. Each one is a treasure house of art, 
enriched with paintings, statuary, mosaics, mural decorations and precious 
stones. One of the most cwrious pieces ОҒ sculpture is а Madonna of black 
marble in the church of St. Augustine. It is literally encrusted with precious 
stones—votive offerings. Many of the churches are built over the sites of 
ancient temples reared to pagan gods. Тһе great church of St. Peter is built 
over the circus of Nero, where the saint is believed to have suffered martyr- 
dom. Тһе church Ara Coeli was built by the early Christians over the ruins 
of the temple of Jupiter. St. Peter's—with its vastness and sublimity—awed 
and bewildered me so, I have a rather confused recollection of everything save 
Michael Angelo's Pieta—which is said to be the noblest of all of his statues. 
It is of purest marble and represents the Virgin Mother holding the dead 
Christ on her knees. St. Peter's is a monument of the magnificent genius of 
Michael Angelo as painter, sculptor, and architect. He is the Shakespeare of 


500 BEAUTIES 
Worth $1.50. Exquisite 
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some, new- 
est bunch of 
Roses consists of 2 
extra large, full cen- 
ter, nature like 
American Beauty Roses, (made in France)with buds 
and foliage of 18 large natural shaded leaves, long and: 
heavy rubber stems—is enough trimming for.a hat! 
Colo: s-white, pink, red or tea. 
only 50c. Money back іі unsatisfactory. State со 
Wanted. Бір Money to Reliable Agents. Write. 


The Phillips Co. "926 Pumps eren omo 


latest styles away from New York. Be sure to send your 
order to AMERICA'S GREATEST DEPARTMENT 


is STEGEL COOPER Co. 5. 
Agents SIXTH AVE. 18 & 19 STS, Houses 


NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. 


FOR THIS MAGNIFICENT BUNCH OF 
AMERICAN сея 


Spring Millinery Style 


This hand- 


a 
Real $1.50 value z 


Reference: Dayton National Bank 


Most Wonderful Bargain 
ver Offered in 


ISEND МЕ 12 CENTS 


~ and the addresses of two flower-loving 
friends and I will send you five packets of 
easily grown, favorite flower seed: AM 
Madam Gunther Nasturtiams, 20 kinds;Royal 
Show Pansies, 100 colors; Sweet Peas, до varie- 
ties; Asters, all kinds, and 


Burbank's ўз“ Poppies 
а fine new strain of the well , SERES. 
SY 


known Shirley—oneof Luther 4 
urbank's most wonderful / 
productions, surpassing all Д 
others in size, variety and splen- f 
dor of color variation. Edges 


pz. 


beautifully crimped. Also, 
FREE, my new and dainty 


16th Annual Catalogue | 


complete and up-to-date in latest 

and favorite varieties of hardy, 

northern-grown flower seed; anda 

copy of FLORAL CULTURE, 
Address Table 84, 


Miss С.Н. Lippincott — pioneer 522 
602-4 10th 51.5, Minneapolis, Minn, 2/ America. 


Short Stories Wanted ::2 2: 


No experience 


required. We revise when necessary. Commission charged 
after we sell story. Send your manuscripts to us. ore 
calls than we have good stories. 

NATIONAL PUBLISHERS AGENCY 


, DEPT. R, 333 FERDINAND, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


The only make that protects the purchaser 
with an absolute 10 years guarantee. 


For that New Home—or to make the old 
one more “comfy "—buy 


Sanitaire Beds 


($5 to $25—Absolutely Guaranteed) 
Best for the price ; dependable; stand rigid: have ball 
bearing steel or brass casters; are finished with five 
ane gr — hard enamel—this is ew А can give an 

ute ten years guaran whi 
practically last a lifetime. 2 те паў 

Original designs Бу our own designer. Finishes in 

delicate tints, gold or natural wood. Ask about our 
springs and babies’ cribs. 


Send for our Free 40-page Catalòg. Т; 

Sanitaire Bed 30 Nights n o M n 

back if not as represented. 
Marion Iron & Brass Bed Co. 
632 Sanitaire Ave., ц“ - 


І сап save you 60: 


of your fuel bill and also give you 
four times as much heat 


as you can get from a common 
grate. Ican save the expense 
of your furnace a large part of 
the Fall and Spring, or can heat 
the living rooms in a house that 
has no furnace, at this big saving 
in cost. This із not an extravagant state- 
ment. Ican prove what I claim, and can 
also guarantee results. Your money back 
if you do not get them. 


Aldine Fireplaces 


will produce these results, and 48,000 are now doin 

so in 2,000 cities and towns in the United States an 

Cana There is probably an Aldine Fireplace in 

use in your own town where you can see it. Do not 

lay aside this magazine and say “1 don't believe іе" 

—write me and let me prove it. You risk nothing. 

My new Aldine book tells a plain simple story of 

proven facts. Send for it —it's free. 

You can just as well save this fuel money and get 
this extra heat—whether you live in a new or an old 
house. 

Low in cost, certain 
results. 

Write mc person- 
ally and I will tell 
you what the Al- fi 
dine fireplace will 
accomplish in your 
own particular 
case, quoting you jg 
price direct or 
through dealer. 

A. D. RATHBONE, 
President 
RATHBONE & PANIGOT CO. 
(Formerly Aldine Grate 
& Mantel Co.) 
515 Clyde Park Ave. 


A SPRING COMPLEXION ` 


is often red and rough from wind 
and sun and marred by wrinkles % 
as the result of strenuous winter 
festivities. Lablache prevents and 
relieves the disfiguring effect of 
the elements and gives to its users 
a wonderfully youthful appear- 
ance. It із invisible— pure and 
dainty. It has a delightful per- 
fume peculiarly its own, and is used 
by thousands of satisfied women 
everywhere. 


Refuse Substitutes. ( 
They may be danger- ( 
ous. Flesh, White, 
Pink or Cream, gy 
50c. a box, of 


druggists or by 
mail. Send 10c. 
Уот sample 
Box. 


Perfumers 
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125 Kingston St, “ 


HARTSHORN 
SHADE ROLLERS 


Bear the script name of 
Stewart Hartshorn on label. 
Get “Improved,” no tacks required. 


Wood Rollers Tin Rollers 


| crazy quilt, says she. 


and must make it go as far as she could. 
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art. In the church of Paola is the famous frieze, extending around the 
immense interior consisting of the portraits (forty-five feet in diameter) of 
two hundred popes—one of whom has large glittering diamonds for eyes. 

In a gloomy old church (I forget the name) there are living four aged 
monks—the last of a peculiar order, which was once numerous. They buried 
their dead in earth brought from Jerusalem in a room a hundred feet long. 
After the bodies had been buried awhile, the skeleton was dug up, dressed in 
its former robes, and put upright in a niche in the wall. Later, the skeleton 
was taken apart, and the bones, each marked with the dead monk’s name, 
were used to decorate the walls, in all kinds of odd and fanciful designs. 
After the walls and ceilings were completely covered, the bones were piled 
up like so much cord wood, the skulls looking out at the corners. It is a 
ghastly sight, made more impressive by the little group of black robed remain- 
ing monks moving among the bones of their brothers. When these old men 
are dead, the order will cease—by decree of the king. There are so many 
magnificent but gloomy ancient churches in Rome that it was a relief to 
visit the beautiful, modernly fitted up chapel in which the king and his family 
worship. It belongs to the celeprated church Santa Maria Maggiore, the ceil- 
ing of which is gilded with American gold. Some of the mosaics in the churches 
are beautiful. In St. John Lateran are birds and flowers in richly colored 
stones on a golden background. In the cloister are twisted columns of white 
marble, inlaid with gold and precious stones. 

St. Louis, Mo. 


LoreNA ELDRIDGE. 


THE IN TOXFCA TION: OF 


THE CHEERFUL GIVERS 


(Concluded from “2ge 10) | 


and Лоуей it wa'n't nobody, but a country. ‘I seen it once оп a wall map, а 
way down at the bottom of creation, no bigger'n a little yaller silk scrap in a 


**But do any of us know if it's a heathen country? says Misses Tucker, 

Ч aint one to insult a strange nation with a Bible woman if they don't need | 
her. Misses Stallin's bridled at that and 'lowed she reckoned the Lord knowed | 
whether they needed one when He sent the voice. | 
**How much will it cost? says Misses Lovin'good. | 
| 

| 

І 


But. before anybody could answer, they heard Misses Snow makin’ 
curious cat scratchin' noises, looked around and seen her fairly tremblin' 
with rage. She had to ontie her bonnet strings before she could speak, 
and all the time her pop eyes were beaded agin Misses Stallin's. At last she 
flung the strings over her shoulders, brung both fat red fists on her knees 
and she hollered out: ‘Im gittin’? tired of workin’ myself to death tryin’ to | 
satisfy Martha Stallin's speritual aspirations! І aint forgot that basket of 
baby clothes yet, and from now on I'm lettin’ her fulfill her own prophecies. | 
We have done as well by the Lord as she does, and aint nary one of us 
gittin? confidential messages from Him to send Bible women to the ends of | 
the earth—I say Im tired of sech doin’s! And she stomped both feet so 
hard the little china dog on the mantel shelf rattled. | 

“АП this time Misses Colwell had been settin' back in the corner like the | 
starved dove of peace, lookin' skeert as if she was fixin' to rise and fly away. 
But jest as Misses Snow brung her foot down, sne recollected what she had for 
'em to eat, and she run out to fetch it before it was too late to pacify 'em. 
She handed round the cakes, then she give every one of 'em a tumbler full out | 
of that wasp-waisted bottle. And I reckon if there ever was sech a thing | 
as a purified cocktail, them was. But they were too large, Mister, and so | 
strong they fairly shook the pinfeathers of the Cheerful Givers’ immortal | 
sperits. For after they'd sipped the stuff that finicky way women do (like | 
cats lappin’ milk) one of “ет says:— | 

“What is this, Misses Colwell? I always heerd green was an awful 
pisen color.’ | 

**Oh! it wont hurt you, she says. ‘It’s jest sweetened mint juice. Му 
cousin in New York sent the bottle in our Christmas box and I aint opened | 
it till to-day, savin’ it for this meetin’, | 

“Well, Sir, it was astonishin’ how quick they were soothed. Every опе | 
of ’em took it slow, feelin’ that she was drinkin’ somethin’ terrible expensive | 
And Misses Colwell beamed as she 
run іп and out waitin’ on ‘ет. She was tryin’ to keep ’em off the painful 
subject of Siam, and didn’t have time to drink herself. 

“All at once a tumbler crashed to the floor, and Misses Lovin’good hopped 
up, slapped her hands together, and shouted: 

“Glory, glory! Гуе got the victory over pride and selfishness. I’m 
willing to send the Bible woman ef it takes the last dollar I have in the world" 

“With that, Partheny Sockwell begun to cry and ‘lowed she'd give а 
thousand dollars rather than seem stingy. Тһеп Misses Snow was filled with 
remorse for what she'd said, and her and Misses Stallin's drawed their cheers 
together so they could hold hands. And the rest wa'n't no better off, except 
Misses Colwell that didn't have sense enough to know what was the matter. 

"They all subscribed liberally for the Bible woman, and to this day nary 
one of 'em suspects what made 'em do it. But every man in the Valley knows 
and that's why it was sech a spiritual back-set to us. Long toward sundown 
some of us were settin' inside the post-office door down there in Brasstown 
when we heerd singin’ and seen the Band of Cheerful Givers comin’. 'Dog 
| my cats, if them women aint started a revival in January " says Jim Bledsoe, 
who was as afeerd of revivals as a horse is of thunder and lightnin’. 

**No, they aint! say I, fur I seen old Misses Lovin'good waddle out and 
step a solemn minuet right in the middle of the big road. Well, Sir, for a 
minute, we was mighty nigh skeert to death. Then we looked sorter sheepish 
at one another, and them that had wives among the Cheerful Givers riz and 
went out and guided ’em home. Nothin’ was ever said about it. We all 
knowed the last one of “еп had took the pledge long ago, and that the angels 
in Heaven couldn't have fell from grace more innocently. But Jim Bledsoe | 
and five more young bucks celebrated by gittin’ drunk that night. The sight | 
of them good women accidentally gone wrong seemed to give 'em an evil | 
liberty of sperit. And it jest proves, for all we say about the limitations of 
the female sex, if women were to back their ears and go wrong sho’ 'nough, 
there's no tellin’ where the rest of us would land! 

“Did they send the Bible woman to Siam?” 
often obliged to remind the old Homer of the sequel of his tale. 

He turned a face to him now in which wit capped an expression of solemn 


6305 Blouse or Shirt 
waist, 32 to 42 bust. 


inquired the Stranger, who was | 


warning. ‘Mister, if you don't want the shirt tore off your back, be keerful 
not to mention Siam in the female society of this Valley. They wont stand it. | 
I don't know what they done about the Bible woman, but if they'd raised the | 
three thousand dollars, I reckon Га a heerd of it. There wa'n't but one thing 
to be thankful for: it everlastingly kyured Misses Stallin's from gittin’ mes- | 
sages direct from the Kingdom of Heaven." | 
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6288 Princesse 
Costume, 
22 to 40 bust. 


6292 Tucked Blouse, 
32 to 40 bust. 


6286 Pointed Yoke 


Blouse, 32 to 42 bust, 


6285 Tucked Blouse, 
32 to 42 bust, 


6304 Close Fitting 
Bleeves, Small 32 or 
84, Medium 36 or 38, 

Large 40 or 42. 


6205 Circular Skirt, 
22 to 30 waist. 


6290 Five Gored 
Gkirt, 22 to 32 waist, 


Sailor 
Costume, 14 and 16 
years. 


5298 Misses’ 


6289 Semi-Fitte 
Coat, 34 to 42 bust. 


Any one of the above patterns will be 
sent post-paid for ten cents. Give number 
of pattern and size and send with ten cents 
in coin or stamps to 


PATTERN DEPARTMENT 
Sunny South Pub. Co. 
ATLANTA, GA. 
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Plan to go 


West 


this Summer 


I will be glad to help you plan your 
itinerary, to show you where to go, 
and tell you how to see the points of 
greatest interest at the least expendi- 
ture of time, energy, and money. 


I have just published a number of 
profusely illustrated booklets, descrip- 
tive of Colorado, The Grand Can- 
yon of Arizona, California, and the 
North Pacific Coast. These book- 
lets are designed to supply all neces- 
sary information, and will be sent to 
you free on request. 


"The several titles are 


“А Colorado Summer.” 
“California Summer Outings.” 
“Yosemite.” 

“A Titan of Chasms" (Granad Canyon) 


I have also published a number of 
special pamphlets telling of low fare 
excursions to 


The N. E. A. at Denver. 

The 6. А. R. at Salt Lakes. 

The B. P. 0. Elks at Los Angeles, 
and the Alaska Yukon Pacific 
Exposition at Seattle. 


Ask for those that interest you. 


Address 
W. J. BLACK, 


Passenger Traffic Manager, 
А. Т, & 5, Е, Ry. System, 


1114 Б. Railway Exchange Bldg., 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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FINE LEATHER SEAT 
DINING CHAIR 


%-9 8 
back, feat EACH 
ining chair,made 
entirely of beauti- 


fully quarter-sawed golden oak 

highly polished, would sell at re- 

tail anywhere for $3.00 each. This 

Special price is named to introduce our chairs. 
We cheerfully refund your money if you are not satisfied. 

Better send us your order to-day while this special price is on. 
Large tllustrated catalog mailed upon request. Special 

prices on Poreh Chairs. You save every profit by buying di- 

rect from our factory, 


FLORIDA CHAIR FACTORY, 


318 Bridge St., Jacksonville, Fla. 


This handsome 
box frame, panel 
back, leather seat, 


Have You Read 


the offers on pages 30, 33 and 
36 of this issue of the Magazine? 


4 These present opportunities 
that may not be offered to you 
again. 


« In any event,—now is the 
time to accept one or all three. 
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ATLANTA, GEORGIA 


up in our travels. 
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GILBERT NEAL 


(Continued from Page 14) 


but you have interested her more than any other man. She wonders over you; 
she'd give her life to pull you down, and a woman of that kind—of exactly 
that kind—can sometimes have her way." 

"Well, you may set your mind wholly at rest," Gilbert said with a hearty 
laugh. “She and I will never clash. I don't see her often. I am at the hotel, 
you know. What passed between us is gone forever. I was once drawn to her, 
Ill admit, but—but there is no good talking about it, We were not соп- 
genial—that's all." 

"Well, remember my warning," Mrs. Tidwell said, most gravely. “You 
admit that I have foresight; don’t forget what I have said. I couldn’t bear 
it, Gilbert—I simply couldn’t.” 


CHAPTER XXXII 


HAT night after supper, when the clerks had gone home, and Gilbert sat 
working over the big ledger at the desk in the rear of the store, he 
heard some one rapping on the side door. Opening it and peering out into 
the darkness he saw Daggart leaning against a tree on the edge of the nar- 
row sidewalk. 

“I want to see you, Gilbert,” he called out in an uncertain voice. 
anybody in there?” 

“No, I’m by myself, Mr. Daggart,” Gilbert answered. 

The large man moved heavily across the sidewalk and came into the circle 
of light from the lamp on the desk. 

“Shut the door,” he said. “I want to talk to you in private.” 

When Gilbert had obeyed and turned back he found the merchant in a 
chair near the desk. He had his elbows on his knees, his face in his short, fat 
hands and was bent forward. The young man saw that he was in trouble, and 
said nothing, as he resumed his seat at the desk. 

“Gilbert,” and with a heavy sigh, the merchant raised his face and drew 
his hands down, “I don’t feel well, and this time it is physical as well as mental. 
To-day as I was lying down I felt an odd fluttering about the heart. Гуе 
heard folks say such things come from over-eating, but it wasn't that. Тһе 
other day when I was over at Darley, Dr. Wilson said I looked like a man 
who had a bad heart and advised me to go*to a specialist in Atlanta. I ought 
te have gone then—no matter how I was fixed here at home—but I put it off. 
But now, Gilbert, Гта scared about myself. I feel almost like it is а fore- 
warning. It may be because I can't reconcile myself to the idea of death 
even like I used to. Why, if I die, just think of it—just think of it! What 
an end to the fortune I’ve slowly piled up, with the aid my dead wife gave me 
in our young days! It would all go to—to the—well, to the person that de- 
liberately married me for it." 

“You ought not to get depressed and feel that way before you have even 
had the best medical advice," Neal said, in an effort to cheer up the despondent 
man. “When you have seen the specialist he may really tell you that you have 
nothing to fear. Those doctors at Darley often make mistakes." 

"That may be so," Daggart admitted. *It may be that my other trouble 
has pulled me down so that I imagine all sorts of things. But I must go down 
to Atlanta for three or four days, and that's what I want to see you about. 
Gilbert, you are the only man that I ever felt that I could wholly trust, and 
I—I want you to hold my interests at heart while I’m away." 

*Why, I certainly shall do that, Mr. Daggart," Neal assured him. 

*You don't understand me, Gilbert; I don't mean just business," Daggart 
waved his hand ponderously. “I mean other things. Gilbert, I mean my 
family honor, if Гуе got a bare remnant of such a thing left. Му boy, you 
see before you a man who would suffer slow torture rather than be laughed 
at by the community he lives in as an old fool whose young wife—well, whose 
young wife run off with another man, or—or took up with one on the sly. I 
say I'd rather die ten thousand deaths than suffer such humiliation and shame. 
She don't love me, that is plain, but still I—I can't stand the idea of the 
other thing." 

“Im afraid you are taking an exaggerated view of—of that, too," the 
young man ventured lamely. “І don't think your wife would do anything rash 
or imprudent in your absence." 

“Оһ, you talk that way" Daggart waved his hand again. “That is a 
thing we get from our forefathers. We feel honor bound to defend a creature 
in petticoats, especially if she is good looking, with our last breath. We'll 
defend ’em in any other case but our own, and then we let loose the fires of 
hell on ’em at the slightest hint of anything off color. I want you to help 
me out, Gilbert." 

“ГІІ do anything І can, Mr. Daggart,” Neal answered. 

*Well, I want you to move back to your old room at the house and stay 
there while Гт away. Тһе change wont do you any harm. І want you to get 
your meals there as you used to, and e there till I get back. I dont 
want her to be too idle while I’m off, and if'she has to sorter keep the house 
running regular so you can get your meals on time, why, she wont have so 
much time to fill in." 

“But would she care to have me—" 

“Never mind about that,” the merchant broke in. “I can’t make her out, 
and I don't intend to try. When I first proposed it she was so mad she turned 
white in the face. Her eyes flashed and she clenched her hands and glared at 
me and almost stamped her foot, and then after awhile she changed right 
round. She began to smile—actually to smile, and said she really would like 
for vou to come; that she had heard you was a good judge of nice dishes, and 
she'd simply love to see what you'd think of some French recipes she's picked 
t You see even that amuses her. She is so bored with this 
dull place after all our excitement away, that she puts her whole heart into 
an idle whim like that. I want you to indulge her, Gilbert. I want you to 
make a lot over her cooking whether you like it or not. She's been fixing the 
house up with a lot of furniture and trappings she picked up in New York. I 
told her to go ahead. І didn't care, and she bought nearly a car-load of stuff, 
the like of which hasn't been seen in this town. She said she'd like to know 
what you thought of her arrangements. So please her all you can, amuse her, 
lie to her—do anything to—to keep her occupied till I get back. Тһе Lord 
only knows what I'll find out down there from the doctor, but to hear him 
say I wont last a week wouldn't be half as bad as to have you wire me that 
her and Dave—" Daggart stopped suddenly. There was silence, broken by 
his loud breathing through his big nostrils. 

“І reckon I let out more than I intended," he said, awkwardly, “but 
what does it matter?" 

*You mean you fear that Dave—" 

*[ aint jealous, Gilbert," Daggart interrupted. 
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made from 
XQ» an old house 
2 Ф dress—a rem- 
p. nant of silk for 
ыч the waist— 
two pack- 
ages of Dia- 
mond Dyes 
and a 
pattern. I’m 
proud of 
the result. 
It's" my 
handsomest 
dress." 


"I never needed a 
gown so badly as this 
Spring, but it seemed 

ў out of tbe question for 
me to have one, until 

1 happened to see a 

beautiful colorpage 

advertisement for 
Diamond Dyes and 
read what other 
women had .done. 
1 straightway 
ransacked my 
closet—found а soil- 
ed pale blue house 
dressof Lansdowne, which I ripped up and dyed 
Old Rose, with Diamond Dyes for wool. І also 
dyed the same shade, a remnant of silk I bought 
at a bargain, because it was faded, and this I 
made into a guimp with long sleeves. Тһе dye- 
ing was no trouble at all. I wouldn't take $20 for 
my gown. It’s the prettiest one I've had for 
years.’’ 

Mrs. FRANCES SOUTHWICK, Chicago, ПІ. 


DIAMOND DYES 


offer no end of resources to the women who have 
to count the cost. 


IMPORTANT FACTS ABOUT GOODS TO BE DYED: 


Diamond Dyes are the standard of the world and always give 
perfect results. You must be sure that you get the rea? Diamond 
Dyes and the ind of Diamond Dyes adapted to the article you 
intend to дуе. 

Beware of imitations of Diamond Dyes. Imitators who make 
only one kind of dye, claim that their imitations will color 
Wool, Silk, or Cotton (“all fabries") egua//y well. This claim 
is false, because no dye that will give the finest results on Wool, 
Silk, or other a7:27:a7 fibres, ean be used suecessfully for dyo- 
ing Cotton, Linen, or other vege/aó/e fibres. For this reason 
we make two kinds of Diamond Dyes, namely: Diamond Dyes 
for Wool, aud Diamond Dyes for Cotton. 

Diamond Dyes for Wool cannot be used for coloring Cotton, 
Linen, or other Mixed Goods, but are especially adapted for 
Wool, Silk, or other animal fibres, which take up the dye quickly. 

Diamond Dyes for Cotton are especially adapted for Cotton, 
Linen, or other vegetable fibres, which take up the dye slowly. 

“Міхей Goods,'' also known as ''Union Goods,” are made 
chiefly of either Cotton, Linen. or other vegetable fibres. For 
this reason our Diamond Dyes for Cotton are the best dyes made 


for these goods. 

Send us your name and 
Diamond Dye Annual—Free 7755.55 (e suse to and 
tion your dealer's name and tell us whether he sells Diamond 
Dyes) and we will send you a copy of the famous Diamond Dye 
Annual, a copy of the Direction Book, and 36 samples of dyed 
cloth, all FREE. Address 


WELLS 8 RICHARDSON CO., Burlington, Vt. 
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of great interest to 


Every Prospective Mother. 

Something new — only scientific garment of the * 
kind ever invented. Combines solid comfort and 
ease with “fine form" and elegant appearance іп 
the home, on the street, and іп society.— Always drapes 
evenly in front and back — no bulkiness — по draw-strings 
— no lacing— no ripping-or basting. — Сап be worn the year 


Made in several styles, and ас prices lower than you can buy the 
material and have them made at home. 
Send for our Fine Book — “Fine-Form 
Materni irt"— It's Free to every woman writ- 
img for и. Tells all about these skirts, their advantages, styles, 
material, and cost. Gives opinions of "physicians, dressmakers, and 
users. 10 Days Free Trial When you get our book, if your 
dealer has not yet been supplied with Fine-Form Maternity Skirts, 
make your selection of material and style, and we will make the 
garment to your order. When you get it, wear it ten days, and 
if you don't find it exactly as represented, send it back and 
we will cheerfully refund every cent paid. Other Skirts — 
If not in need of a maternity skirt, remember our famous В & W 
dress and walking skirts will positively please you — зате 
guarantee — Illustrated book free. Which book shall we ` 
send? Write to-day to 
Beyer & Williams Со, Dept.29 Buffalo. М. Y, 


WARNING—To protect you against disappointment we caution 
you that the Fine-Form Maternity Skirt is the only*'Maternity Skirt'' 
on the market, as it is the only skirt which can always be made to 
drape evenly, front and back—all substitutes offered will rise in front 
during development—a fault so repugnant to every woman of refined 
taste. No pattern can be purchased anywhere for this garment. Its 
special features are protected by patents. 


Best for $15 
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in any position. 

Easy to push. 

This go-cart shown 
here—collapsible, with 
adjustable dash and 
back, is $5.95 to $11.00 
aceording to materials. 

Fick's collapsible zo-cart can 


Write today for Catalog Hia ra a er cs: So 


It shows this and 259 other styles—wood and reed go-carta 
and baby carriages, ranging in price from $1.50 to so. We 
make 500 vehicles a day. Whatever price you pay, you get 
the greatest value for your money. If we have no dariet 
where you live, we'll supply JT direct, satisfaction - 
anteed. Write to THE NATIONAL CARRIAGE & REED CO., 
434 FINDLAY ST., CINCINNATI, O., MAKERS OF 
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40 DAY FREE TRIAL 
For Both Sexes 
So confident am I that simply wearing it 
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| of the “Pay Envelope" 


When a man is incapacitated by 
illness or accident, is the 


Income 
Insurance 


represented by our Popular Prem- 
ium Policy, а broad, economical 
kind of insurance which has no 
equal as a “worry saver.” Assures 
payment of doctor’s bills, expenses, 


* and a little besides.” Мо physi- 
cal examination required. Pay- 
ments sure and prompt. 


Is a life insurance in case 
of death by accident. 
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Fill out and return coupon below for 
further particulars. 


o ИПК теге е е еа е е, ө CO е 


Empire State Surety Сошрап 
84 William Street, New York 
Offices in ail important Cities, 


Name ............. 


Dl 


PROF. BURNS, 1300 S Broadway, N. Y 


UNCLE REMUS’S-—THE HOME MAGAZINE FOR MAY 


GILBERT NEAL | 


Im, I reckon, suspicious—suspicious because my family honor is іп danger. | 
Gilbert, Dave is still here. He hasn’t been to see her, as I know of, for I’ve 
literally haunted the home place for fear he would, but I don’t know whether | 
he has written to her or not. You see it is this way: the boy always was daft 
about her good looks and dashing ways, and now that he is as rich or richer 
than I am, don’t you see what he could offer her to—to get her to elope 
with him.” 

“Oh, that’s what you think,” Gilbert exclaimed, a new and disagreeable 
light breaking on him. 

“Yes, that’s what I fear, and though I may be facing death with my heart 
all out of order, I just simply don’t want her to go and disgrace me while 
Im off. Now, you know it all, Gilbert. I simply feel that if you are there 
at home, and she keeps on like she is with her child-like interest in showing off 
before you, she may not be tempted to run off with that dare-devil boy." 

“ГІ do all I can, Mr. Daggart,” Gilbert promised. “When are you going?” 

*Early in the morning. Send your things around to-morrow, and be there 
for dinner. Now, I wont see you any more till I get back." | 

When Daggart had gone, Gilbert sat at the desk musing over what Һе | 
had heard. Ноў unlike Laura to have consented to his being in the house.| 
Then like a shock came Mrs. Tidwell's warning and hint as to the young wife's | 
interest in him. But with an incredulous smile, after deliberating over it for a 


few minutes, he put.it out of his mind and went to his room. | 


CHAPTER XXXIII 
HE next day at noon Gilbert went up to the Daggarts to dinner. He had 
| the large dining-room to himself, for Laura did not appear at the table. 
| He was wondering if she would not avoid him during the entire period of her 
| husband's absence as he sat through the simple meal, waited upon by the 


| colored cook, and was rather surprised on coming out to meet the young wife 
on the lawn at the steps leading down to the wide brick walk. She was dressed 


| stylishly in a most becoming street costume, and, as she had on a hat and gloves | 


| and carried a sunshade, it struck him that she had jut come home from some 
| visit she had been making. 

*Did Aunt Dilsey give you anything to eat?" she asked with a half-roguish 
| smile, as he doffed his hat and bowed. 
| “Oh, yes," he answered. “I had everything I wanted.” 


room up a little. But you just wait, sir; I intend to give you a surprise at 
| supper to-night. I hope you wont come too early either, for I want it to get 
dark enough to show everything off by candlelight and with my shaded lamps. 
I've sent for some flowers and evergreens and I'm simply going to transform 
the old place. My husband has no taste for any display of that sort. He calls 
it silly and foolish, but I'll venture you will think it worth while." 

“І am sure it will be," Gilbert said, gallantly, charmed in spite of his 
prejudices by her rare beauty and bubbling, girlish enthusiasm. “Ав for 
amusing yourself іп that way, I can't think it is at all silly or wrong. А quiet 
place like Springtown is certainly dull enough without our objecting to any- 
one's indulging in a whim of that sort. I'm sure I shall enjoy it." 

“Oh, Gilbert, I’m glad to hear you say that," she said, sweetly grateful, 
*because people here are so narrow and old-fashioned. You see, I got a taste 
for beautiful things while we were away, and I long for at least the imitation 
of them. I think it would be awfully nice to make a veritable dream palace 
of this old house. I want to show you what I can do in the way of preparing 
nice things for the table, and serving them attractively, too. 
eaten my supper to-night you'll never live any longer at the hotel." 

*You'd better stop," he said with a jest. “You will have me so hungry 
that I'll come up before sundown and sit on the fence till you hand me out ‘a 
snack’ to keep me from starving to death." She laughed heartily, so heartily 
that tears of amusement stood in her beautiful child-like eyes. 

*You are not half as cold and severe as I thought you'd be," she said, 
growing serious. *I was afraid you'd actually sit down on my little plan and 
tell me to cut it out. But you are young, too, Gilbert, and you know that the 
capacity for enjoyment wasn't given us for nothing. Our wedding trip was 
simply glorious. 
world could be half so nice. I wanted it to go on always. 
way, Gilbert. I was a misfit before I married, and I'm a greater one now, for 
now I know what the world holds out for the fortunate ones born to the purple. 
I can't help myself. I may not appear to be so, but I'm only natural. I am 
not affected in anything. What I want, I simply want because I was made 
that way. You love some things, I love some things and Mr. Daggart loves 
some things. We are all different. My poor brother used to say I read too 
many novels and that they threw a false light over everything. Well, what if 
I did? I didn't write the things or put them in my way—as for that,” she con- 
cluded with a merry, winsome laugh, “I didn't even teach myself to read. As a 
child I simply loathed learning the abc’s. They always took me away from my 
mud-pies and rag dolls to put me through my lessons. Now, come about seven. 
Walk right up to the front door and ring the bell. Don’t you dare to enter 
unannounced. This dinner party has got to be exactly right. After to-night, 
you will simply be a table-boarder.” 

Reaching the house that evening shortly after the night had begun to fall, 
Gilbert was met at the front door by a little black maid, the daughter of the 
cook, in white cap and apron, both the product of the young wife’s deft fingers, 
and shown into the parlor. It was the first time he had been in the room since 
Laura had refurnished it, and he was not prepared for the transformation her 
skill had wrought. She had counted well on the effect of the colored lights; 
and lamps with beautiful shades, candles with glittering prisms and Persian 
lanterns and centers were disposed to wonderful advantage here and there 
about the room, even behind the gauzy curtains of the deep bay-window, which 
had become a nook of veritable enchantment. Ніз feet sank deep into the 
rare rugs, and the Turkish corner with its lounge and downy pillows, its cush- 
ioned stools, tabourets, brilliant Oriental draperies and bespangled canopy 
was really a gorgeous creation. As he stood fairly spellbound in wondering 
admiration, he heard a suppressed laugh from the curtains of the Turkish 
corner, and Laura emerged. 

“Гуе been watching you ever since you came in," she laughed like a happy 
child, “and your face and eyes have given me my reward.” 

But if the appearance of the room had pleased him, what could he say 
of her? In the soft sensuous light, as she moved towards him, her flower-like 
hands extended, her proud head rising from her marble shoulders, her sculp- 
turesque neck encircled with a chain of diamonds like a band of white lights, 
she seemed all but supernaturally beautiful. 


(To Be Concluded) 


“І must apologize for not being at home early enough to fix the dining- | 
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When you have | 


I never in my wildest girl dreams ever thought the big outside | 
Im a misfit any- | 
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give more comfort than any Summer underwear 
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RED SEAL 
KING BEE 


Patent Colt Blucher 


A Smart Summer Style 


That the Georgia cracker has 
mastered the science of shoe- 
making is shown in the excellence 
of RED SEAL SHOES. 
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Made in Georgia by 
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SUSPENDERS 


Are the only suspenders for summer wear that 
insure perfect support, with coolness, comfort 
and entire freedom of motion. 


No matter how you bend, turn or twist, the 
sliding action of the cord in the back (an exclu- 
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eral farming land, including good barn, corncrib, tool 
shed and chicken house, all new. Rich soil, fine cli. 
mate, good markets, abundant water, excellent neigh- 
bors and best schools, 


OTHER LANDS $10. PER ACRE & UP. 
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MARTIN EDEN 


(Continued from Page 21) 


young, it is very pliable, and hard work will mold it like putty according to 
the nature of the work. I can tell at a glance the trades of many workingmen | 
I meet on the street. Look at me. Why am I rolling all about the shop? Be- 
cause of the years I put in on the sea. If I'd put in the same years cow- | 
punching, with my body young and pliable, I wouldn't be rolling now, but Га | 
be bow-legged. Апа so with that girl. You noticed that her eyes were what I | 


| might call hard. She has never been sheltered. She has had to take care of | 


herself, and a young girl can’t take care of herself and keep her eyes soft апа; 
gentle like—like yours, for example." | 

“І think you are right," Ruth said in a low voice. “And it is too bad. She | 
is such a pretty girl." | 

He looked at her and saw her eyes luminous with pity. And then he re- 
membered that he loved her and was lost in amazement at his fortune that per- | 
mitted him to love her and to take her on his arm to a lecture. | 

Who are you, Martin Eden? he demanded of himself in the looking-glass | 
that night when he got back to his room. Не gazed at himself long and 
curiously. Who are you? What are you? Where do you belong? You belong 
by rights to girls like Lizzie Connolly. You belong with the legions of toil, with 
all that is low, and vulgar, and unbeautiful. You belong with the oxen and the | 
drudges, in dirty surroundings among smells and stenches. There are the stale 
vegetables now. Those potatoes are rotting. Smell them, smell them, smell | 
them! And yet you dare to open the books, to listen to beautiful music, to | 
learn to love beautiful paintings, to speak good English, to think thoughts 
that none of your own kind thinks, to tear yourself away from the oxen and 
the Lizzie Connollys and to love a pale spirit of a woman who is a million miles 
beyond you and who lives in the stars. Who are you? and what are you? 
And are you going to make good? 

He shook his fist at himself in the glass, and sat down on the edge of the 
bed to dream for a space with wide eyes. 'Then he got out note-book and 
algebra and lost himself in quadratic equations while the hours slipped by, and 
the stars dimmed, and the gray dawn flooded against his window. 


CHAPTER XIII 
was the knot of wordy socialists and working-class philosophers that held 
forth in the City Hall Park on warm afternoons that was responsible for 
the great discovery. Once or twice in the month, while riding through the park 
on his way to the library, Martin dismounted from his wheel and listened to 
the arguments, and each time he tore himself away reluctantly. Тһе tone of 
discusion was much lower than at Mr. Morse's table. Тһе men were not grave 
and dignified. They lost their tempers easily and called one another names, 
while oaths and obscene allusions were frequent on their lips. Once or twice he 
had seen them come to blows. And yet, he knew not why, there seemed some- 
thing vital about the stuff of these men's thoughts. Тһеіг logomachy was far 
more stimulating to his intellect than the reserved and quiet dogmatism of Mr. 
Morse. These men, who slaughtered English, gesticulated like lunatics, and 
fought one another's ideas with primitive anger, seemed somehow to be more 
alive than Mr. Morse and his crony, Mr. Butler. 

Martin had heard Herbert Spencer quoted several times in the park, but 
one afternoon a disciple of Spencer's appeared, a seedy tramp with a dirty 
coat buttoned tightly at the throat to conceal the absence of a shirt. Battle 
royal was waged, amid the smoking of many cigarettes and the expectoration 
of much tobacco juice, wherein the tramp successfully held his own, even when a 
socialist workman sneered, “There is no god but the Unknowable, and Herbert 
Spencer is his prophet.” Martin was puzzled as to what the discussion was 
about, and when he rode on to the library he carried with him a new-born 
interest in Herbert Spencer, and because of the frequency with which the tramp 
had mentioned *First Principles," Martin drew out that volume. 

So the great discovery began. Опсе before, he had tried Spencer, and 
choosing the “Principles of Psychology" to begin with, he had failed as abjectly 
as he had failed with Madame Blavatsky. Тһеге had been no understanding the 
book, and he had returned it unread. But this night, after algebra and physics, 
and an attempt at a sonnet, he got into bed and opened “First Principles". 
Morning found him still reading. It was impossible for him to sleep. Nor did 
he write that day. He lay on the bed till his body grew tired, when he tried the 
hard floor, reading on his back, the book held in the air above him, or changing 
from side to side. He slept that night, and did his writing next morning, and 
then the book tempted him and he fell, reading all afternoon, oblivious to 
everything and oblivious to the fact that that was the afternoon Ruth gave to 
him. Ніз first consciousness of the immediate world about him was when Ber- 
пата Higginbotl.am jerked open the door and demanded to know if he thought 
they were running a restaurant. 

Martin Eden had been mastered by curiosity all his days. He wanted to 
know, and it was this desire that had sent him adventuring over the world. But 
he was now learning from Spencer that he had never known, and that he never | 
could have known had he continued his sailing and wandering forever. He had 
merely skimmed over the surface of things, observing detached phenomena, 
accumulating fragments of facts, making superficial little generalizations—and 
all and everything quite unrelated in a capricious and disorderly world of whim 
and chance. The mechanism of the flight of birds he had watched and reasoned 
about with understanding; but it had never entered his head to try to explain 
the process whereby birds, as organic flying mechanisms, had been developed. 
He had never dreamed there was such a process. 'That birds should have come 
to be, was unguessed. They always had been. They just happened. 

And as it was with birds, so had it been with everything. His ignorant and 
unprepared attempts at philosophy had been fruitless. Тһе medieval meta- 
physies of Kant had given him the key to nothing, and had served the sole pur- 
pose of making him doubt his own intellectual powers. In similar manner his 
attempt to study evolution had been confined to a hopelessly technical volume | 
by Romanes. He had understood nothing, and the only idea he had gathered 
was that evolution was a dry-as-dust theory, of a lot of little men possessed of 
huge and unintelligible vocabularies. And now he learned that evolution was no 
mere theory, but an accepted process of development; that scientists no longer 
disagreed about it, their only differences being over the method of evolution. 

And here was the man Spencer, organizing all knowledge for him, reducing 
everything to unity, elaborating ultimate realities, and presenting to his startled 
gaze a universe so concrete of realization that it was like the model of a ship 
such as sailors make and put into glass bottles. There was no caprice, no 
chance. All was law. It was in obedience to law that the bird flew, and it was | 
in obedience to the same law that fermenting slime had writhed and squirmed | 
and put out legs and wings and become a bird. | 

Martin had ascended from pitch to pitch of intellectual living, and here | 
he was at a higher pitch than ever. All the hidden things were laying their 


Page 41 


A COMPLETE FOOD 


Baker's Cocoa 
50 


Highest Awards in 
Europe and America 


Эа» 
Registered 
U. 5. Pat. Office 

А medical writer says: 
Baker's pure cocoa acts as 
a gentle stimulant, invigorat- 
ing and correcting the action 
of the digestive organs, fur- 
nishing the body with some 
of the purest elements of 

nutrition. 


Walter Baker & Co., Ltd. 


Established 1780. DORCHESTER, MASS. 


Sugar Wafers 


A dainty stick of alluring pastry and bonbon 
—a pencil-shaped crust of crisp sweetness filled with 
delicious cream—at your дгосег з іп 25c tins. 


Clover Leaf in 15c tins— 
Philopena in 25c tins— 
Perfetto in 10c and 25c tins 


loosE-WiLEs 
BISCUIT CO. 
Boston & St. Louis 


This little lamp 


fits any candlestick and with a shade 
| looks exactly like a wax candle making 
an excellent table decoration. 


THE TWILIGHT CANDLE LAMP 


burns kerosene without smoke or odor, 
gives a subdued light and can't set fire to 
the shade. 

Of dealers or we will send a pair post- 
paid on receipt of $1.00. 

Money back if not satisfactory. 


Н. G. McFADDIN & C0., 36 Warren St, New York: 


We teacb you by mail every branch of the Real Estate, 
General Brokerage, and Insurance Business and 
appoint you Special Representative of the largest 
co-operative real estate and brokerage company. 
Excellent opportunities open to YOU, By our system 
you can begin making money in а few weeks without 
interfering with your presens occupation and with- 
out any investment of capital, Опг co-operative de- 
partment will give you more choice, salable prove 
to handle than any other institution, ӘСотте 

Law Course FREE, Write for 62-page book. free. 
THE CROSS COMPANY 2669 Reaper Block, Chicage 


М“ TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS А YEAR writing 


songs. Му booklet “Dollars In Songs” tells h 
to succeed. Big field. Unlimited Opportunities 
Send 25c today. 


H. KIRKUS DUGDALE, Dept. 31, Washington, D. С. 


Page 42 
secrets bare. Не was drunken with comprehension. 
At night, asleep, he lived with the gods in colossal 
nightmare; апа: ‘awake, : in the day, he went around 
like a somnambulist, with absent stare, gazing upon 
the world he had just discovered. At table he failed 
to ‘hear һе conversation about petty апа, ‘ignoble 
things, his eager mind“ seeking out and following cause 
and effect in everything before him. In the meat on 
the; platter he saw the shining sun and traced its 
energy- back through -all its transformations to its 
source a - -hundred million miles away, or traced its 
energy ahead to the moving muscles in his arms that 
enabled him to cut the meat, and to the brain where- 
with he willed the muscles to move to cut the meat, 


until, with inward gaze, he saw the same sun shining 


in his brain. He was entranced by illumination, and 
did not hear the *Bughouse," whispered by Jim, nor 
see the anxiety on his sister's face, nor notice the 
rotary motion of Bernard Higinbotham’s finger, 
whereby he imparted the suggestion of wheels revolv- 
ing in his brother-in-law's head. 

What, in a way, most profoundly impressed Mar- 
tin, was the correlation of knowledge—of all knowl- 
edge. He had been curious to know things, and what- 
ever he acquired he had filed away in separate mem- 
ory compartments in his brain. 'Thus, on the subject 
of sailing he had an immense store. On the subject of 
woman he had a fairly large store. But these two 
subjects had been unrelated. Between the two mem- 
ory, compartments there had been no connection, That, 

in the fabric of knowledge, there should be any con- 
nection whatever between-a woman with hysterics and 
a schooner carrying a weatherhelm-or heaving to in a 
gale, would have struck him as ridiculous and impos- 
sible. - But-Herbert Spencer had shown him not only 
that it was not ridiculous, but that it was impossible 


: for there to be no connection. All things were related 


to. all. other things from the, farthermost star in the 
wastes of space to the myriads of atoms in the grain 
of sand under one's foot. This new concept. was а 
perpetual. amazement to Martin, and he found himself 


“engaged continually іп traeing the relationship be- 


tween all things under (“е sun апа оп the other side 
of the sun. He drew up lists: of the most incongruous 
things and was unhappy until he succeeded in estab- 
lishing -kinship between them all—kinship between 
love, poetry, earthquakes, fire, rattlesnakes, rainbows, 
precious gems, monstrosities, sunsets, the roaring of 
lions, illuminating - gas,- cannibalism, beauty, murder, 
levers, and fulcrums and tobacco. Thus һе unified 
the universe апа Неа іё up and looked at it, or wan- 
dered through its byways . and alleys and jungles, not 
as a terrified traveler in the thick оғ mysteries seeking 
an unknown goal, but observing and charting and be- 
coming familiar with all there was to know. And the 
more he knew, the more passionately he admired the 
universe, and life, and his own life in the midst of it all. 

*You fool!" he cried at his image in the looking- 
glass. “You ‘wanted to write, and you tried to write, 
and you had nothing in you to write about. What did 


.nature of beauty? 


UNCLE REMUS'S—THE HOME MAGAZINE FOR 


you have in you?—some childish notions, a few half- 
baked sentiments, a lot of undigested beauty, a great 
black mass of ignorance, a heart filled to bursting with 
love, and an ambition as big as your love and as futile 
as your ignorance. And you wanted to write! Why, 
you're just on the edge of beginning to get something 
in you to write about. You wanted to create beauty, 
but how could you when you knew nothing about the 
You wanted to write about life, 
when you knew nothing of the essential characteristics 
of life. You wanted to write about the world and the 
scheme of existence when the world was a Chinese 
puzzle to you and all that you could have written 
would have been about what you did not know of the 
scheme of existence. But cheer up, Martin, my boy. 
You'l write yet. You know a little, a very little, and 
you're on the right road now to know more. Some 
day, if you're lucky, you may come pretty close to 
knowing all that may be known. Then you will write." 

He brought his great discovery to Ruth, sharing 
with her all his joy and wonder in it. But she did not 
seem to be so enthusiastic over it. She tacitly accepted 
it, and, in a way, seemed aware of it from her own 
studies. It did not stir her deeply, as it did him, and 
he would have been surprised had he not reasoned it 
out that it was not new and fresh to her as it was to 
him. Arthur and Norman, he found, believed in evo- 
lution and had read Spencer, though it did not seem 
to have made any vital impression upon them, while 
the young fellow with the glasses and the mop of hair, 
Will Olney, sneered disagreeably at Spencer and re- 
peated the epigram, “Тһеге is по god but the Un- 
knowable, and Herbert Spencer is his prophet." 

But Martin forgave him the sneer, for he had be- 
gun to discover that Olney was not in love with Ruth. 
Later, he was dumbfounded to learn from various 
little happenings not only that Olney did not care for 
Ruth, but that he had a positive dislike for her. Mar- 
tin could not understand this. It was a bit of phe- 
nomena that he could not correlate with all the rest 
of the phenomena in the universe. But nevertheless 
he felt sorry for the young fellow because of the great 
lack in his nature that prevented him from a proper 
appreciation of Ruth's fineness and beauty. They 
rode out into the hills several Sundays on their wheels, 
and Martin had ample opportunity to observe the 
armed truce that existed between Ruth and Olney. 
The latter chummed with Norman, throwing Arthur 
and Martin into company with Ruth, for which Martin 
was duly grateful. 

Тһове Sundays were great days for Martin, greatest 
because he was with Ruth, and great, also, because 
they were putting him more on a par with the young 
men of her class. In spite of their long years of dis- 
ciplined education, he was finding himself their intel- 
lectual equal, and the hours spent with them in con- 
versation was so much practice for him in the use of 
the grammar he had studied so hard. He had aban- 
doned the etiquette books, falling back upon observa- 
tion to show him the right things to do. Except when 
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carried away by his enthusiasm, he was always on 
guard, keenly watchful of their actions and learning 
their little courtesies and refinements of conduct. 

The fact that Spencer was very little read was for 
some time a source of surprise to Martin.: “Herbert 
Spencer"—said the man at the: desk" in the library, 


“oh, yes, a great mind.”- But the man did not seém іо. 


know anything of the content of that great тіпа, One 
evening, at dinner, when Mr. Butler was there, Martin 
turned the conversation. upon Spencer. Мг. Morse 
bitterly arraigned the English philosopher's agnosti- 
cism, but confessed that he had not read *First Prin- 
ciples"; while Mr. Butler stated that he had no: 
patience with Spencer, had never read a line of Віт, 
апа had managed to get along quite well without him. ' 
Doubts arose in Martin's mind, and had he been less 
strongly individual he would have accepted the general 
opinion and given Herbert Spencer up. Ав it was, he 
found Spencer’s explanation of things convincing; 
and, as he phrased it to himself, to give up Spencer 
would be equivalent to a navigator throwing the com- 


pass and chronometer overboard. So Martin went on: 


into a thorough study of evolution, mastering more 
and more the subject itself, and being convinced by 
the corroborative testimony of a thousand independent 
writers. Тһе more he studied, the more vistas he 
caught of fields of knowledge yet unexplored, and the 


regret that days were only twenty-four hours long be- : 


came a chronic complaint with him. 


One day, because the days were so short, he de- 


cided to give up algebra and geometry. Trigonometry 
he had not even attempted. Then he cut chemistry 
from his study-list, retaining only physics. 

“І am not a specialist," he said, in defense, to 
Ruth. *Nor am I going to try to be a specialist. 
There are too many special fields for any one man, in 
a whole lifetime, to master a tithe of them. I must 
pursue general knowledge. When I need the work of 
specialists, I shall refer to their books." 

*But that is not like having the knowledge your- 
self," she protested. 

*But it is unnecessary to have it. We profit from 
the work of the specialists. That's what they are for. 
When I came in, I noticed the chimney-sweeps at 
work. "They're specialists, and when they get done, 
you will enjoy clean chimneys without knowing any- 
thing about the construction of chimneys." 

*'That's far-fetched, I am afraid." 

She looked at him curiously, and he felt reproach 
in her gaze and manner. But he was convinced of the 
rightness of his position. 

*All thinkers on general subjects, the greatest 
minds in the world, in fact, rely on the specialists. 
Herbert Spencer did that. Не generalized upon the 
findings of thousands of investigators. He would have 
had to live a thousand lives in order to do it all him- 
self. And so with Darwin. He took advantage of all 
that had been learned by the florists and cattle- 
breeders." 


( To Be Continued) 
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world characters and scenes. A de luxe 
bit of printing and binding. Mailed on 
receipt of request and name of your 
trunk dealer. Use Coupon. : 


The National Veneer 
Products Co. 


Station E. 20 Mishawaka, Ind. 


2” 
ж” National Veneer Produets Co. 


d Ф Station E. 20, Mishawaka, Ind. 
Ф Gentlemen: Please send а сору of “Тһе 
> Ф Travelog of the Globe Trotter.” 

Eod 


P d My name —— 


Ж My address — — — 


p 


к s Ф City - ———— ———— x State —__ JR MGE 
A WORD TO TRUNK DEALERS “Zrdestructo” Trunks are being ad- Ф 

Я vertised big in most of the prominent 5. иб “а My trunk dealer's name and address ritis 
magazines. We offer them for sale through one good merchant in each City. A E 
a га merchant, in а special way, to get the business—and we guarantee Ww Ф ------------------------ 
d. bid E today for the " Indestructo" proposition—territories are being Ф Please be sure to furnish above information. 
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Ten ee аа eee А аб йа А атар АГЫ манағы ыы сь a ай 


1 


Men Who Can Afford Any Car Are 


Proud to Own This $1500 One 


Of the Chalmers- Detroit “3077” 
we have already delivered about 
1,800 cars. And a very large per- 
centage have been sold to men who 
could afford any car—men who have 
already owned higher priced cars. 

This car has been called "A mil- 
lionaire's car brought within reach of 
the many." But we did not suppose 
that so much of our output would go 
to men used to paying three times our 
price. 

For the Chalmers-Detroit “30” is 
sold for $1500. 


What Does It Mean? 


Some of these men buy the 
Chalmers-Detroit “30” because the 
high-priced cars cost too much to 
keep up. 

Some are buying our “30,” in 
Tourabout or Roadster style, to serve 
most of their uses, and thus save the 
big car. 

"This is our explanation: 

These men who know cars—who 
demand the best—are first to recog- 
nize all the perfections of the Chal- 
mers-Detroit “30.” 

If they аге not themselves compe- 
tent judges, they employ engineers to 
make comparisons for them. 

They are less apt than the new 
owner to be influenced by arguments. 
"They go to the bottom of things. 

And they have found, in the Chal- 
mers-Detroit “30,” the most up-to- 
date car at any price on the market. 


They Know Mr. Coffin 


The men who know good auto- 
mobiles also know Mr. H. E. Cofhn, 
the man who designed our “30.” 

They have known him for years as 
the chief designer of the ‘Thomas 
Companies. They have known him 
as designer of the Chalmers-Detroit 
"Forty"—the best medium-priced car 
on the market. 

And they know that when Mr. 
Coffin spent two years on our “30”-- 
made two trips to Europe to gain ideas 


Send us this coupon for Catalog 
showing all styles of both cars. 


CHALMERS-DETROIT MOTOR CO. 
Detroit, Mich. 


Please send me your catalog. 


Chalmers-Detroit “30” 
Price $1500 


A 4-cylinder, 


Tourabout and Roadster. 


5-passenger, high-grade Car. 


Made as Touring Car, 
We make a 60-inch tread 


for use in the South 


for it—he has surely created a type of 
car which they want. 

The result is, 
going to old owners. 

But this is the car of the many. 
There are 50,000 people who can 
now, for the first time, own a high- 
grade car. 


The Most for the Money 


The Chalmers-Detroit “30” should 
appeal, above all, to the economical. 
Its very low cost, and its low cost of 
upkeep, open the way to an army of 
new owners. 

We made the car for them, and we 
are anxious that they should get it. 

Our profit on this car runs only 
nine per cent. 
that gave so much for the money. 

The factory cost on our 4-cyl. 
engine is $261. Our transmission 
costs us $94. Our axles cost us $125. 
The annular ball bearings used in this 
саг cost us $103. Мопе but the very 
highest-priced cars use anywhere near 


many of our cars are 


"There was never a car 


so many. 

Тһе man who wants to get the 
most for his money has no choice 
whatever. Never did а car at any 


price give so much геаі value. Never 
can a Car give any more. 
The Features of the Future 


The features of the Chalmers- 
Detroit “30” are the features which 
will mark the best cars of the future. 
In fact, they belong to a pretty large 
share of the best, highest-priced cars 
of the present. 

For instance, the cylinders cast en 
bloc. Every great foreign car under 
30 h. p. has now adopted this feature. 


A new 6-cyl. foreign car has just come 
out with it. "Тһе Stearns—a famous 
American car—has adopted it. 


Just as soon as makers can change 
their models, you will find the four 
cylinders cast together in many of the 
best cars. 


For in this way alone can one get 
perfect alignment, and perfect water 
In this way alone can 
one secure the popular short bonnet, 
and give the extra room in the ton- 
neau. 


circulation. 


The two-bearing crank shaft is an- 
other feature which is bound to be 
generally used. It has been used for 
two years in the Thomas Taxicabs— 
cars which get the severest sort of 
strains. 

This feature gives us perfect align- 
ment, which three to five bearings can’t 
It enables us to employ ball 
And it shortens the hood so, 
on the same wheel base, we can give 
more room to the passengers. 


give. 
bearings. 


We are making this crank shaft 
eight times as strong as is necessary. 
Yet it involves so little friction that a 
draft of air can turn it, as we showed 
at the Automobile Shows. 

We use powerful brakes, which are 
We Unit 
Power Plant—the one-pedal control. 


very essential. use the 
Our gas intake is water jacketed. Our 
tires are quick detachable. All of these 
features will be adopted in time in the 
cars which succeed in this class. 


The Best Tested Car 


No other car at any price has stood 
such severe tests for reliability as has 
the Chalmers-Detroit “30.” 

One of these cars has been run over 
27,000 miles. 
100 consecutive days, 208 miles per 
day, without missing a trip and with- 


One of them ran, for 


out a single mechanical breakdown. 

One hundred of these cars, in 100 
cities, each made a non-stop run of 200 
miles last Election Day. 
fore has any car shown such average 
reliability. 


Never be- 


Those are the facts which people 
appreciate who have had experience 
with cars. 


1,800 Cars in Use 
Another fact is that 1,800 


are already running these cars. 


users 


"There are owners everywhere proving 
these cars every day. It is a very easy 
matter to learn what these cars are 
doing. 

But our whole output for this sea- 
son, of the Chalmers-Detroit “30,” is 
2,500 cars. 


more to be sold. 


So there are only 700 


These cars will go to those who act 
first, and to those who investigate most. 
Please send us the coupon to learn all 
the facts. “Then talk with our nearest 
agent. 


The Utmost Value That 
Any Price Can Buy 


Тһе Chalmers-Detroit "Forty" ex- 
cels our “30” only in size and power. 


It was designed by Mr. Coffin and has | 


for years been recognized as the best 
medium-priced car on the market. 
It has won scores of important 
events. 

'This is as good a car as any price 
can buy. То pay more is extrava- 
gance. All that anyone wants in a 


5-passenger car is here in its highest 
/ perfection. 

The dandy car—quiet, speedy and 
powerful. We have never been able 
to supply the demand for them. Last 
year we ran 200 short. 

Made in Roadster, Baby Tonneau 
and Touring Car bodies— price $2,750. 
The 


looking car of its class, 


Chalmers-Detroit Motor Company, Detroit, Mich. 


(Members Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers.) 


"Forty" Roadster is the raciest | 


| 
\ 


